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CHAPTER I. 



BEAUTY AND THE JEW. 



It was a warm, pleasant evening in the month of 
June, 1836, that a female figure, plainly attired, em- 
erged from a dark, narrow, noisome alley, into one of 
the principal, though not fashionable, thoroughfares 
of Philadelphia. She turned southward with hasty 
steps, and a moment after the light of a street lamp 
fell full upon her pale, sad {kce. And pale was that 
face, and sad, and anxious, but lovely as an houri*s. 
It was just such a face as we sometimes see delineated 
by a master artist — sometimes in our dreams — and 
sometimes, though rarely, in reality — a face of sweet- 
ness, sadness, simplicity, and beauty — such a face, in 
fact, as makes an impression in a moment which time 
cannot efface, and which ever after, in moments of re- 
flection, haunts us as a something unearthly. It passed, 
as all things lovely pass, from the light to the shade, 
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and only the form became visible— a fragile form, hood- 
ed and shawled, but with vestments that bore the rude 
marks of time. 

As she hurried forward — this being of beauty and 
sorrow — she soon passed another street lamp, against 
whose supporter a gaily dressed young man stood lean- 
ing. He started as he saw that face, and narrowly 
scanned it as it glided through the light, and then 
turned and looked after the retreating form. 

^^ Beautiful,*' he muttered, ^^and too poor to be 
above temptation ! I will follow her, for I must know 
more of her." 

At the speed at which he set out, it was evidently 
his first intention to overtake and address her ; but as 
he drew near her, he seemed to doubt the propriety 
of accosting one whose general demeanor appeared 
to indicate that any advances of familiarity from a 
stranger would be received as an insult and treated 
accordingly, and so he slackened his pace, and kept 
a respectable distance behind, determined not to lose 
sight of a being so lovely till he should have traced 
her to her present abode. 

For a couple of squares the beautiful unknown 
hastened forward, looking neither to the right nor 
lefc, and totally unconscious that an enemy was even 
then measuring her steps with his own. On the cor- 
ner of Fourth and South streets she made a slight 
halt, looked hurriedly around, and then crossing quiet- 
ly to the opposite side-walk, she turned up westward, 
and soon made another halt in front of an old struc- 
ture, which, at the period we are speaking of, occupied 
a portion of the triangular building plot formed by 
South street, Fifth street, and Passyunk road. The 
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structure in question was an old wooden building, of 
a dingy, gloomy exterior, which has long since given 
place to one of better material, and more suited to 
modern taste and improvement. At that time it boast- 
ed a sign attractive only to persons in impoverislied 
circumstances, or such as had set the law at defiance 
by taking their neighbour's goods — viz : the trident, 
with its three gilded balls, the universal sign of the 
pawnbroker, or lender of small sums of money, at 
exorbitant interest, on deposited securities. 

Before this gloomy old building, we say, with its 
darkened windows of stained glass, and its iron trident 
with gilded balls, and its numerous devices of ^' money 
to loan on all kinds of goods,'' the fair unknown came 
to another halt, and again looked hurriedly around, but 
this time with a kind of shrinking timidity, as if she 
felt a repugnance at entering a place whose threshold 
was seldom crossed by those who stood well in the 
world's estimation. But her hesitation was of short 
duration. She seemed suddenly to remember there 
was a cause for the act, and a cause for haste^ too po- 
tent for mere delicacy of feeling ; and the next mo- 
ment, drawing her thin, faded shawl more closely 
around her, and her hood more forward, to conceal as 
much as possible her lovely features, she put her ha;id 
to the' door, opened it nervously, and quickly disap- 
peared within. 

The stranger, who had all this time kept her in 
view, but himself at such a distance as not to attract 
her notice, now hurried forward, and took up his po- 
sition by one of the windows, apparently resolved to 
await her re-appearance. 

As her business, however, whatever it is, may detain 
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her several minutes inside, we will not remain without 
with one whom we have reason to believe waits there 
for no good and honest purpose, but enter immediately, 
and draw nigh the fair unknown, even as her guar 
dian angel. 

If the building had a dingy and gloomy exterior, 
the interior certainly had nothing to boast of in the 
way of elegance. The apartment you entered from 
the street was large, and deep, and dimly lighted, and 
had that sombre air of mystery with which all places 
of a kindred nature are wont to impress the individual 
who visits one too seldom to become familiarized with 
its appearance. A counter ran back from the door, 
in front of some three or four prison-looking cells, 
which cells had been constructed for the particular ac- 
commodation of such parties as might not wish to be 
seen, and perhaps recognised, by such other parties as 
might be here transacting business of a like nature at 
the same time. Inside of the counter, against the 
back wall, were rows of shelves extending from the 
floor to the ceiling, and running far back into the 
darkness and gloom ; and every shelf was literally 
packed and crammed with bundles of various sizes, all 
labelled and numbered, and put away with such order 
afid regularity as would enable the owner of the es- 
tablishment to place his hand upon any one that might 
be required at u moment's notice. Beneath the coun- 
ter the same packing and cramming could be discov- 
ered, and even the floor was so covered as to leave 
only a very narrow space for a person to walk up and 
down. The first impression on the beholder was a 
kind of mysterious gloom, which very soon merged 
into the natural wonder if the place could hold an^ 
more. 
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The owner of this establishment seemed to be as 
much a part of it, as much a fixture in it, as either 
one of its gloomy cells — that is to say, in just such a 
place you would look to find just such a being; and 
it might never occur to you but that he had come into 
possession in his infancy, that the establishment and 
himself had had the same parentage, and that he had 
grown up in it, and had grown old, and withered, and 
gloomy, and mysterious with it, and really knew no- 
thing beyond it, either of this world or the next. Thin, 
shriveled, stooped, and aged, with shaking limbs and 
long, bony fingers, that continually trembled as if 
clutching the last dollar which might save soul and 
body — with a long, cadaverous, and wrinkled face — 
with an aquiline nose and prominent chin, that seemed 
disposed to meet over dry, bloodless lips — with great, 
green, cold, goggle eyes, that seemed to sec doUars in 
everything, and nothing but dollars in anything — 
with white eyebrows, and a few white hairs, the 
only thing white about him — with a parchment skin, 
a retreating forehead, and bald head, Isaac Jacobs 
looked the personification of Avarice about to fore- 
close a mortgage on Death. His clothes — for he evi- 
dently wore clothes — appeared as much a part of him 
as he of the establishment. What their color was 
originally, we do not know ; and what their color was 
now, we think would puzzle any artist to say. They 
might once have been black, or brown, or gray ; but 
they certainly now, like their owner, were of the 
earth earthy, and seemed to have decayed with him 
through a long series of years. They hung loosely* 
upon him now, as if he had got into them when in a 
respectable bodily condition, and had shrunk away 
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from them since, even as a kernel dries and shrinks 
away from its shell. 

Into one of the before-mentioned gloomy cells our 
fair unknown hastened, and in due time the man of 
money stood before her. 

"Veil, vat you vash got?*' he demanded, in a 
cracked, tremulous voice, as. he stretched forth his 
skinny hand across the counter. 

The fair visitant silently reached forth an old-fash- ' 
ioned gold necklace and gold locket ; and as she did 
so, her lily hand trembled as much as the bony hand 
which clutched them, but from a very different cause. 
The pawnbroker, grasping the jewels, shuffled away 
to a dim light, and made a close examination of the 
articles. This done, he shuffled back and said : 

" How mush you vash vants, eh ?" 

" Oh, sir! all you can possibly spare on them," re- 
plied a low, sweet, tremulous voice. " I am greatly 
in need, or I would not part with them for any con- 
sideration. They belonged to my poor dear mother, 
who is now in a better world.*' 

The last sentence was uttered in a tone of deep emo- 
tion, and a heavy sigh followed it. ^ 

"How mush?*' again demanded the cold, cracked, 
unsympathising voice of the money-lender. 

" How much will you lend on them ?" 

"Dat vash not vat I vash ask," said old Jacobs, 
harshly. "I vash never fixes der price on oder 
beople's coods." 

« Well, I will say ten dollars." 

The pawnbroker hastily, and somewhat contemptu- 
ously, tossed the jewels upon the counter, and re- 
joined, with a dry chuckle, as he passed on to another 
customer in another cell : 
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^' Hopes you vill get so mush ash dat." 

It was some minutes before the poor girl could again 
attract the attention of that withered specimen of 
humanity — that man of repulsive form and stony 
heart, who seemed to worship no god but gold. And 
when she did once more get speech with him, she said, 
humbly and beseechingly : 

^' If you think I ask too much, pray tell me what 
you are willing to do." 

" Dree doUarsh," was the cold reply. 

" But, sir, consider — this necklace is gold, and is 
surely worth much more by weight, to say nothing of 
the locket." 

"Veil," was the snappish rejoinder, "I vash not 
puys dem — I vash only lends monish on dem." 

" Oh, yes, sir, I know, and I expect to redeem them ; 
but as they are worth much more, you would be safe 
to lend more, and it would be such a relief to me in 
my present need." 

" Dree doUarsh," was the only reply. 

"Well, take them, for necessity compels," said the 
fair stranger, in an unsteady voice, as she strove to 
repress the starting tears. And then she murmured 
in an under tone : " When this pittance is gone, God 
.only knows what will become of us, unless I can pro- 
cure other means." 

"You vash vants to leaf der name mit dem ?" asked 
the money-lender, as his bony fingers again closed upon 
the jewels. 

"If you please, sir." 

" Veil, spheaks it !" 

"Villeta Linden." 

"Eh! Linden?" exclaimed Isaac Jacobs, quickly, 
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and with something like a start. ^' You vash say Lin- 
den, eh ? Vat Linden ?" 

*'Villeta." 

"No, I vash means vat Linden you vash haf for 
your faders?" 

Villeta hesitated, but at length replied : 

" My father's Christian name was Eldridge." 

" Yesh," returned the Jew, somewhat nervously — 
"I vash gifs you der dicket shust so ash Eldridge 
Linden." 

** Villeta, if you please," said the young lady — " I 
will take it in ray own name." 

" Oh, yesh — I vash forgets : Villeta — yesh — che ! 
che! — I vash forgets." And muttering and chuckling, 
to cover his confusion, the money-lender shuffled away ^ i 

to his desk, whence he inquired : " You vills haf der 
dicket for von, two, dree months, eh ?" 

" Six months, if you please." 

In a couple of minutes the pawnbroker returned to 
Villeta, as we will henceforth term our heroine, and 
handed her a ticket, and three silver dollars, with the 
seemingly casual inquiry : 

" Vare your fader ish lifs all der times ?" 

" He is dead, sir, or I might not be here," sighed 
Villeta. 

" Ah ! yesh— -he ish deads— yesh. How longs he 
vash die, eh ?" 

" Some five years." 

" Vat vash der matters dat he vash co dead, eh T' i 

" It is supposed he was murdered," answered Vil- 
leta, with a visible shudder. 

The Jew shuddered too ; and raising hid hands, he 
exclaimed : 
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" Holy Apraham ! vat a queer vorlds ! vat a queer 
vorlds ! Mine Got ! nopody vash knows ven an jpody 
ish safes !" 

He turned aside, muttering to himself, and Yilleta 
hastened to quit a place so uncongenial to her refined 
spirit, and delicate organization. 

On leaving the gloomy building and gaining the 
street, she hurried away, taking no notice of those she 
met and passed ; and especially did she not perceive 
the stranger, who had awaited her coming forth and 
now quietly followed her steps. 



CHAPTER n. 

THE DYING BROTHBB. 

In a small apartment on the second floor of a two 
story frame dwelling, which fronted upon what we 
shall denominate Churchyard Court, a young man, in 
the very prime of life, was gradually passing from 
time to eternity. We do not say he was dying, in the 
literal acceptation of the term ; but the seeds of death 
were in him, and he knew, too sadly and too well, 
that in* a few brief days, or weeks, or months at the 
farthest, he must pass from his couch to his coffin — 
from his present homely abode to the narrow house ap- 
pointed for all living. 

The apartment, we have said, was small. It had a 
couple of windows, looking out upon the before-men- 
tioned court, and upon the churchyard beyond, which 

was only divided from the latter by a high wall of 
2 
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masonry. Against the wall of this little room, opposite 
the windows, stood the bed, on which the sufferer was 
lying ; and near it was a small deal table, covered with 
a snow white cloth, on which rested several vials, 
some three or four time-worn books, (the most promi- 
nent of which was a Bible,) some clean white paper, 
some manuscripts, an inkstand and a pen, and a 
small oil lamp, whose feeble rays barely served to 
make the darkness visible. There were a couple of 
chairs, covered with dark cloth embossed with flowers 
of zephyr, to make them look respectable ; and there 
was a kind of lounge, or settee, manufactured of a box 
covered with chintz, and placed against the wall which 
ran from the door to the nearest window. Between 
the windows stood a common workstand, also covered 
with a snow-white cloth ; and on this was a pitcher 
of water, and a broken vase filled with flowers, whose 
sweet odors were diffused throughout the apartment. 
Above these hung a small mirror ; and on the wooden 
mantel, above an old-fashioned fire-place, were ranged 
a few shells, and a few other commonplace articles of 
no particular value. White muslin curtains hung at 
the open windows, and were gently waved to and fro 
by a warm, pleasant breeze. There was no carpet on 
the floor, and little visible in the room besides what 
we have mentioned. Its general air was great neat- 
ness and order, combined with poverty ; and a 
stranger, on entering it, would readily conclude that 
the presiding genius was a female of taste and refine- 
ment who had seen better days. 

The young man, who lay upon what must all too 
soon prove to be his bed of death, we have said was 
in the very prime of life. He had not seen, and prob- 
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Ably never would see, twenty-five years. His disease 
was consumption — that fatal malady which sweeps 
through our land with greater devastation than a 
plague, and annually takes thousands, and tens of 
thousands, and hundreds of thousands, of the bright- 
est, noblest, and loveliest from among us. Yes, he was 
dying of consumption ; and his large, bright eyes, and 
his thin, hollow cheeks, and his clear, transparent 
skin, with its pearly hue and delicate, rosy tint — all 
proclaimed that he had reached that stage where 
long hovering Hope takes wing, and only folds her 
pinions on the banks of the flowing river of eternal 
life. 

At the moment chosen to introduce him to the 
notice of the reader, he was reclining on his bed, 
propped up with pillows, and gazing languidly at the 
open windows, through which stole in a soft, summer 
breeze, to kiss his faded cheek and bring a faint hum 
of busy life from the great city without. But it 
brought no'joy to him — for poverty was with him, and 
death was before him, and he knew how hard was the 
struggle to support life, even while life might remain 
to be supported. 

"It is hard," he mentally soliloquized, "it is very, 
very hard, to die thus, so young, and leave my poor, 
sweet sister alone in the great, unsympathizing world, 
with no protector, no friend, to look after her happi- 
ness, and poverty staring her in the face ! Poor, dear 
sister ! What will become of her when I am gone ? 
God only knows ! It is this," his mind added, with 
the energy of despair — " it is this which makes my 
bed of death a bed of thorns, and closes my lips when^ 
I would say, ' God's will be done !' Oh ! that I had 
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health and strength! Thousands have health and 
strength who are no better than myself; and why 
should / be singled out to be a victim of the remorse- 
less conqueror of mortality ? Oh, God !" he. groaned, 
covering his face with his thin, transparent hands, 
while largo, scalding tears pressed between hb bony 
fingers : " Oh, God ! it is too much for me to bear — 
too much — ^too much — and I cannot say, * Thy will be 
done !' " 

His emotions so affected him as to bring on a fit of 
coughing; and when this passed, it left him so ex- 
hausted that he was for some moments unable to raise 
his hand to his head. And there he lay, crushed in 
body and mind, with his great, dark, bright eyes fixed 
upon the windows, through which istole in the breeze 
that he might never more go forth to feel, and the 
sounds of busy life that he might never more go forth 
to hear. 

He was lying thus, exhausted in body and agonized 
in spirit, when a light step was heard upon the creak- 
ing stairs which ascended to his apartment. The next 
moment the door opened softly, and a female figure 
glided stealthily into the room, and drew near the bed 
with cautious anxiety. 

'^ You need not fear to disturb me, dear Yilleta," 
said the poor sufferer, in a faint, hollow voice : ^^ I am 
not asleep." 

" How do you feel, dear brother V inquired Yilleta, 
tenderly. 

^^ As if I would rebel against God and Destiny!" 
replied the other, bitterly. 

• " Oh ! Lionel, why will you talk thus V* cried Vil- 
leta, bursting into tears. ^^ Try and be resigned, dear, 



^ 
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dear brother, to God's holy ordering—try and feel as 
if it were for the best !*' 

"Yes," he answered, with startling energy, "be 
resigned to die like a dog, and feel it is for the best 
that you are left alone to starve !" 

" Oh ! Lionel — dear Lionel — dear brother— do not 
talk so!" exclaimed Yilleta, throwing her arms 
around him with the utmost tenderness, pressing her 
trembling lips to his broad, white forehefad, and then 
softly laying her cheek against his own. " It makes 
me very wretched, dear brother, to hear you speak in 
this complaining manner !" she added, in a choked atid 
tremulous voice. 

"Well, there, sweet sister — there!" he said, in a 
soothing tone, as he folded her in his arms : " forgive 
me for paining you ! I will be guarded hereafter — I 
will not speak so again." 

"But you must not even think so, dear brother !" 
pursued Villeta ; " because it is very wrong at least, 
and I fear it is very wicked." 

" Well, I will try, for your sweet sake, not to think 
so even — though it is on your account I have been led 
to murmur at the ways of Providence. Oh ! what 
will become of you, my darling sister, . when I am 
gone?" 

" God will take care of me, Lionel," was Villeta's 
trusting answer. 

" I wonder if it is true," he said, thoughtfully, "as 
the Catholics profess to believe, that departed spirits 
have the power to return and hover about those they 
loved on earth ?" 

" I do not know," replied Villeta ; " but it seems a 
reasonable supposition." 
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"Because, if it be true,'* pursued the other, "you 
may rest assured I shall be ever near you ; and holy 
angels will come also, to see their sweet sister — for 
you are an angel, Villeta. But tell me — what suc- 
cess ? though I am almost afraid to ask." 

" And I am almost afraid to tell you, dear brother," 
•said Villeta, seating herself by his side. " I did not 
go to the same place as formerly, because I felt 
ashamed to be seen there again ; and I thought that 
perhaps a stranger might be induced to give me more; 
but I could only prevail upon him to let me have three 
dollars." 

" God help us !" ejaculated the other ; " and is that 
all you could get for those jewels ? Why, Villeta, 
they were worth ten by weight !" 

" I tried to get ten, Lionel," sobbed Villeta ; " but 
I could do no better, and I was compelled to take that 
or nothing. But they are not sold, dear brother, re- 
member — only loaned as security — and perhaps, ere 
the time expires, I shall be able to redeem them. 
You know we had to have the money or starve — and 
what was I to do ?" 

"Just what you did, sweet sister!" replied the 
other, tenderly. ** I do not blame you in the least — 
Heaven forbid ! I should have done the same, under 
the circumstances, I know. I was in hopes you would 
get more ; but we must be prudent, and make a little 
go far. There, sweet sister, dry your eyes, and let 
us trust, ere this be gone, we may find other 
means." 

" Oh ! talk always thus hopeful, dear brother !" 
returned the poor girl, with a slight glow of anima- 
tion overspreading her pale, lovely features. "We 
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are not without hope, Lionel, except it be for your 
health ; and who knows but you may get wdl yet ? or 
at least be spared many yearai.to me/' 

" I know,** muttered the sufferer — but Villeta did 
not hear him. « 

"We are not without hope, I say," she pursued — 
" for I have the promise of some sewing next week ; 
and though the price paid for such labor is very tri- 
fling, yet I think I can earn enough to meet our 
expenses ; ^nd then who knows but I may sell the 
manuscript of my story for something ?" 

"It is so far a beautiful story, dear sister," rejoined 
Lionel, " and should command a fair price ; but in at- 
tempting to dispose of it, I fear you will be disap- 
pointed. I do not want to discourage you, but only 
prepare you for the discouragement of others. I 
know something more of these matters than you. 
Those who purchase literary articles, buy only of 
those who have fame — they look to the name of the 
author rather than the production — and you, my poor 
sister, have neither name nor fame to sell." 

' Well, I will try, for I can do no worse than fail," 
replied Villeta, somewhat cheerfully. "And now, 
brother, we will have some tea and toast — for you 
must be faint for something to eat, and I am not with- 
out appetite. And here," she added, taking up some 
articles she had placed on the table when she first 
entered, "I had forgot — ^here is a nice orange I 
bought for you." 

" In our circumstances that was extravagant, Vil- 
leta," said, the brother, ns he reached out his thin 
band for the delicious fruit. 

" I could not help it,** she replied. " I knew you 
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were so fond of oranges ; and this one looked so 
tempting, that I should have purchased it, had I even 
known the expense would deprive me of my evening 
meal." 

"God bless you, sweet sister J^ You are always 
thinking of me, and never of yourself," replied the 
brother, with tearful eyes. " It will never be in my 
power to reward you ; but you will get your reward, 
or there is no law of equity in God% economy." 

After a pause, during which Yilleta removed the ar- 
ticles from the table, to prepare it for the evening 
meal, Lionel inquired : 

" How long, at our present rate of living, will our 
money hold out V* 

" What with rent, food, and medicines for you, 
it cannot last over two weeks," she replied, with a 
sinking heart. 

" And should you succeed in earning nothing mean- 
time, what then ?" inquired the brother, anxiously. 

The question so aiOfected Yilleta, that, without trust- 
ing herself to reply, she turned aside to the window, 
and, sinking heavily upon the lounge, leaned over 
the casement, feeling the want of air. As she did so, 
her eyes, from her position, naturally rested upon the 
ground below ; and the moment they became so ac- 
customed to the darkness as to enable her to distin- 
guish objects at a short distance, she slightly started 
with surprise, to perceive the dark figure of a man 
standing close under the churchyard wall, in deep 
shadow, directly in front of her, and apparently 
directing his whole attention to herself. She there- 
fore drew back somewhat hastily, and was about to let 
the curtain fall, when she was more surprised still, to 
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see him step forward, and hear herself addressed in a 
not nnmusical voice. 

^* Pardon me, madam," he said, in a bland tone, 
and with an air of great respect, ^^ for taking the lib- 
^tj to inquire if you happen to know of any lady 
who would like a profitable engagement at fine sew- 

iDg?" 

^^ I should have no objections to engage myself at 
such work, sir, providing I could suit the party requi- 
ring it done," replied Yilleta, trembling with hope. 

*^ The very person I am seeking then," rejoined the * 
stranger, taking a step forward toward the outer door. 
^^ Can I have a few minutes' conversation with you ?" 

*^ Certainly, sir ! Wait one moment aud I will 
light you up." . 

She bounded joyously from the window — ^for it was 
joy to her, in her present circumstances, to be relieved 
from despair ; and as she caught up the lamp, and 
hurriedly picked up the wick, she exclaimed, with 
trembling eagerness : 

" Now, brother, you are answered ; and I trust I 
am not wrong in adding, by Providence itself — for 
your question sent me to the window in despair, and 
lo ! I find one ready to give what we are so eager to 
get." 

As she spoke, the light flashed up, as her active 
fingers raised the wick, and shone full upon her love- 
ly countenance— no longer pale and sad, as when we 
first beheld it — but brightly animated, and glowing 
with reawakened hope and joy — ^presenting a picture 
which we must pause for a moment to contemplate. 

The features of Yilleta Linden were at all times 
beautiful, at all times lovely ; but at this particular 
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moment, radiant with happy emotions and anticipa- 
tions, they were more than beautiful — more than love- 
ly — they were angelic; for as pure a soul as ever 
found its temporary home in mortal form, was looking 
through two bright, soft, gazelle-like eyes, and beam-' 
ing sweetly in every lineament. As she stood with 
her head bent slightly forward over the lamp, her soft 
eyes beaming, her fair cheeks glowing, and her beau- 
tiful lips wreathing with the half-smile of newly awa- 
kened hope — ^her golden hair, parted on her broad, 
* white forehead, showering down around her neck and 
face — her slight, airy form in an attitude of exquisite 
grace — she would have made the fame of any artist 
who could have done her justice. 

With the lamp in her hand, Yilleta hastened down 
the creal^ng stairs, opened the outer door, and found 
herself confronted ^th a young, richly dressed, and 
rather handsome-looking stranger. She remembered 
her poverty, and blushed to the temples as she politely 
bade him enter. 

" I am really sorry to put you to any inconveni- 
ence !" he said, in a bland, insinuating tone, as with 
her he ascended the stairs and entered the apartment 
of the dying brother. 

He was the same individual who had been so struck 
with her beauty on the street, and who had followed 
her to Ae money-lender's and back to her humble 
home. 
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CHAPTER IIL 

THB CLUB BOOM. 

At a later hoar of the same evening which opens 
our story, two young men sat vis-a-vis at a table, play- 
ing a popular game of cards. Both were richly and 
fashionably dressed; and from their manner — a cer- 
tain air of languid, indolent assumption — it was plain- 
ly evident that . both laid claim to the distinction 
of belonging to the aristocracy of the Quaker City— 
which simply means that. their fathers had acquired 
wealth for them to squander in baneful dissipation— 
but whether said wealth had been honestly obtained or 
not, perhaps we had better not stop to inquire. 

The room was spacious, lofty, gorgeously furnished, 
and brilliantly lighted by two magnificent chandeliers. 
The ceiling was frescoed, the walls richly papered with 
crimson and gold, and the feet sunk into a Turkey 
carpet of birds and flowers. The furniture was either 
caryed rosewood or marble, and the sofas, ottomans, 
and chairs were covered with the richest damask. A 
row of fluted columns divided the apartment ; statues 
stood in niches ; costly paintings hung round the 
walls ; lace and damask curtains shaded the windows ; 
and four full length mirrors, in heavily carved gilt 
frames, and placed at the four points of compass, re- 
flected every object. There were many marble tables, 
and many seats, and more than a dozen young men, 
in groups or pairs, engaged in games of chess, back- 
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gammon, and cards ; and there were waiters in livery, 
ready for orders ; for it was the grand saloon of a 
private club of aristocratic young men. 

The two individuals to whom we have directed the 
reader's attention, sat apart from all the rest, and 
were languidly playing with the most costly French 
cards. They were gambling too — for your sot disant 
young gentlemen never play without staking a trifle, 
merely to make the game interesting — said trifle rang- 
ing anywhere from five dollars to five hundred. If 
either plays without money, and loses, such loss be- 
comes a debt of honor^ which he is bound to pay, or 
lose caste with the ton^ even though the debt impover- 
ish himself and governor, (as he sometimes facetiously 
styles his paternal ancestor,) defrauds his honest cred- 
itors, and leaves him not sufficient to pay his funeral 
expenses, which are not unfrequently next in order. 

The young men under consideration were staking 
their money, each from the pile of gold whioh lay be- 
side him, and therefore neither was at present con- 
tracting a debt of honor. An empty wine bottle stood 
before them, and two silver cups were filled to the 
brim with the sparkling juice of the grape. 

'' Game!" said one. And he quietly drew down a 
small pile of gold from the centre of the table, turned 
his points, and raised the silver cup. ^^ Better luck 
next time, my dear fellow !" he added, nodding to hi3 
companion and sipping his wine. 

^^ Deuce take it, Mark," replied the otbir^ careless- 
ly throwing down his cards and leaning back in his 
stuffed chair with a yawn, ^^ I believe I will not play 
any more to-night, for I cannot keep my mind on the 
game. This getting in love plays the deuce with a 
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fellow, and you have won seven games out of nine. 
Mark, here is to my new divinity !" he added, sudden- 
ly reaching forward, taking up the silver cup, and tos- 
sing off its contents. 

" With all my heart, Leon — ^who is she ?" 

" Why, there it is again — ^you are always so cu- 
rious about the details. She is an angel, my dear 
fellow !" 

'^To be sure," rejoined the other, setting down his 
cup. ^^ Waiter, another bottle of champagne ! Yes, 
Leon, all your mvo divinities are angels — for a week — 
have known them last ten days — yes, 'pon honor !" 

^^Oh, she is charming, Wellsford!" pursued the 
other, with just so much enthusiasm as might be be- 
coming to an aristocratic young gentleman. ^^ Such fea- 
tures, Mark — such eyes — such lips — such teeth — such 
a nose— and such hair — golden as the inside of a bank* 
vault ! — ^and then — ^heavens ! such a form ! Ah ! deuce 
take it ! I am astonished to think I won two games in 
nine — I am indeed." 

" Is she rich ? belong to the ton ?" 

" Why, there it is again — ^you always mil be so 
curious about the details; Mark !" 

^^ Confound your divinities and angels!" cried the 
other, somewhat testily; ^4f you do not want to tell 
anything, why, let it alone !" 

^^ Yes, there it 16, my dear fellow— in a pet, as usual. 
Now you really want to know, I see.** 

*^ I care nothing about it, *pon my honor !" 

" Oh, but you do now — I know you do. I will stake 
ten dollars to five that you want to know." 

<^ Done ! there is my money !" tossing a sovereign 
upon the centre of the table. '^ Now prove that I want 
to know." 
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^^ I say, Mark, let me withdraw my bet, and I will 
tell you all about her." 

" Agreed.*' 

" You consent ?" 

" Yes." 

" This ready acquiescence to my proposition, provea 
you do want to know, Mark, and so I will pocket the 
wager," said the other, laughing, and taking up the 
gold coin. 

" But you withdrew the bet, Leon," cried Wells- 
ford. 

"Withdrew the money you mean, my dear sir? 
Confess, now, you owe me one !" 

"Confess, you, I have -paid you five," rejoined 
Mark, good humoredly ; " and so now, having your fee, 
like a lawyer, you are bound to make a clean breast 
of it." 

"A thing that lawyers never do," returned the 
other. " Well, listen ! Ah ! here comes the wine — 
we must drink first." Knocking off the top of the 
bottle, he filled the cups ; and handing one .to his 
companion, and lifting the other^he added: "To the 
charming Villeta !" 4 

We will take this opportunity, while the young men 
are drinking a toast to poor Villeta, to give the reader 
some slight idea of their personal appearance, etc. 
The last speaker was about two-and-twenty years of 
age, of the medium size, compactly built, straight as 
an arrow, and with regular, handsome features. His 
hair was black and glossy, and descended in ringlets ; 
and his dark eyes were fuU, bright, shrewd, and intel- 
lectual. His forehead ^vas high and broad, and his 
nose just sufficiently aquiline, when considered with 
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his prominent chin, to give character to his face. His 
mouth was well formed, the thin lips closing hand* 
somelj over a full set of white, regular teeth. The 
whole countenance, at a casual glance, was rather pre- 
possessing; but a closer inspection discovered an 
expression about the mouth, and a certain cunning 
twinkle of the eye, which would lead the wary physi- 
ognomist to be cautious how he trusted this man 
beyond the restraining motives of self-interest. He 
had abilities of no inferior order, but seldom turned 
them to a good account. He had large self-esteem, 
firmness, and combativeness ; with small veneration, 
benevolence, and conscientiousness ; and, in conse- 
quence, was vain, proud, conceited, energetic, self- 
willed, and self-possessed; and also cunning, crafty, 
insincere, and treacherous— incapable of friendship 
beyond a certain degree — and even more to be 
dreaded as a friend than an enemy. He had large 
social qualities, dressed with taste, affected the gentle- 
man of honor, and was generally well liked by his 
associates, who saw only the best side of him. He 
iiad wit, was fond of merry company and a joke, affec- 
ted honesty, frankness^ an(^ candor, and, possessing 
large secretiveness, concealed all he did not wish 
known, and continually deceived those who knew him 
best. He had spent two years at Princeton College ; 
but owing to some difficulty with the Faculty, he had 
been severely reprimanded, and had withdrawn with- 
out graduating. 

Such was Leon Dupree, the only son of a man, 
who, a few years before, had become suddenly 
wealthy, and of whose honesty and fair dealing there 
were unfavorable reports, though generally regarded 
with some reverence by the mere money-worshippers. 
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Mark Wellsford, the present companion of Leon 
Dnpree, was a slight, slenderly-formed, delicate-look- 
ing young man, with light, curly hair, blue eyes, and 
a fair skin. His features were fine, regular, and 
effeminate, and without any of those marked traits of 
character so perceptible in the other. He was of that 
plastic disposition which can readily be moulded to 
good or evil ; but his present associations were not 
calculated to develop his better qualities, and already 
he was on the high road of dissipation and debauch- 
ery* He was about one year the senior of his com- 
panion ; and, on arriving at hi& majority, had come 
into possession of a fortune, which he had since been 
rapidly squandering. His father had been dead some 
four years, and he resided with his widowed mother, 
who fairly idolized him. He had two sisters respect- 
ably married, besides other rich and influential connec- 
tions, and therefore his society was courted, both by 
persons of means and those who looked to turn his 
wealth to their advantage. He had some natural abili- 
ties, and had received a good education, but lacked suffi- 
cient force of character to render either of much 
account. * 

With these brief remarks concerning two individu- 
als who will figure more or less in our story^ we pass 
on, and leave each to fill his destined part in the great 
drama of life. 

" Well, Mark, my dear fellow,*' resumed Leon Du- 
pree, ^^ you must know I first beheld this beauty on 
the street, on her way to the residence of her uncU.^'* 



*The Pawnbroker is sometimes familiarly and facetionriy 
termed ^ Unele," bj the initiated in the mysteries of a great oitj. 
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^'Her xmole!" repeated Mark, who received the 
term in its literal sense : ^^ well, who is her uncle ?" 

"Why, there it is again," replied Leon; "you 
will be BO excessively curious, my dear fellow." 

" Hang it !" rejoined Mark, petulantly ; "I thought 
you were to give me the whole particulars.' 

" Concerning my divinity, certainly," laughed Du- 
pree ; " but I did not agree to tell you all about her 
relations." 

"Well, tell me this : Is her uncle rich ?" 

"Ay, rich as a cTetcr," rejoined Leon, laughing 
heartily. 

"Well, that is something," said Mark, straighten- 
ing up his collar, and affecting an aristocratic air and 
drawL "You know I like respectability, Dupree ; and 
you, my dear fellow — ^pardon me for saying it — have 
sometimes stooped too low for a gentleman of fashion 
— ^you have indeed — 'pon honor ! We of the totij you 
know, should not descend below our own circle, even 
to fall in love. Pray keep this in mind, Leon, and — 
•proceed, "i 

Well," pursued Dupree, making an effort to sup- 
press a burst of laughter, " I saw my beauty on the 
street, and quietly followed her to her uncle's, as I 
said, where she remained only a few minutes, and 
thence returned home, your humble servant keeping 
her in view till the last fold of her dress disappep^ed 
within her own domicile." 

" Was she alone ?" 

"Ay, my lord." 

"And afoot?" 

" Undoubtedly, your highness." 

"Why did not her rich uncle send her home in 
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carriage 7 I am astonished he should allow her to re« 
turn home afoot and alone ! By the way, how does 
she live — in style ? » 

" Oh, yes, she lives in styUj certainly. But, Mark, 
if you interrupt me so often, I shall never get through 
with my story." 

" Well, well, go on." 

^^ How I managed to get an invitation to visit her 
in her own house, is my secret ; but I did manage it, 
and had an agreeable conversation with her, I assure 
you. She is not only a beautiful lady, but a lady of 
genius, Mark, and an authoress." 

" Oh ! I abominate a blue .'" sneered Wellsford. 

<^For good and sufficient reasons," rejoined the 
other, ironically : " We are prone to dislike what we 
cannot comprehend. /, however, like to see beauty 
and intellect united, my dear sir I" 

*^ For good and sufficient reasons," retorted the 
other, with an angry flush :" We are prone to like 
what we do not possess." 

"Ha ! ha !" laughed Dupree — " the wine has bright- 
ened your wits, Mark." 

" Sorry I cannot return the compliment," said 
Mark, rising. 

" Why, so you might, if you would only stretch 
the truth as I have." 

" No truth could be stretched far enough to com- 
pliment you on that score," returned Wellsford, an- 
grily. 

" Why, there you are again — off at a tangent as 
usual. Now, Mark, my dear fellow, you cannot re- 
main angry with your best friend, for the trifle of a 
joke, you know — so pray make a virtue of necessity, 
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aod sit down, like a good fellow as you are, and help 
me finish this bottle. Excellent wine, Mark — excel- 
lent wine — and, what is better, it is drank at your ex- 
pense — and surely you will not desert your own ! 
Come, come, Wellsford, (filling up the silver cups,) 
here is to your lady love — the rich, gay, witty, ac- 
complished, refined, eccentric, and beautiful Grace De 
Vere — a toast which you iQust drink, or, by my hon- 
or, I will report you at head-quarters." 

" I have drank enough," returned Wellsford, relent- 
ing and taking up the cup, ^^ but I cannot refuse a 
toast to the charming Grace De Vere. Well," he pur- 
sued, as he tossed off the wine and quietly resumed 
his seat, " what of your blue-stocking V* 

"Pah!" rejoined the other, contemptuously — "you 
have no poetry in you. Blue-stocking indeed ! I tell 
you she is an angel— a divinity !" 

"Ye-es," drawled Mark, who had begun to feel 
the effects of the wine pretty sensibly. " Well, Du- 
pree, call her what you like — ^but whatever she is, 
what of her, eh 7 What are you going to do with her, 
eh ? Going to marry her, eh ?" 

" Do I look like a marrying man, Mark ?" laughed 
the other. " Deuce take it, but that last toast was 
one too many ^or your good sense — ^your poor wits 
have gone a wool-gathering." 

" Perhaps," said Mark, again rising, with a rather 
unsteady look ; " but even then I have the advantage 
of you." 

" How so ?" 

" Why, you never had any wits to go anywhere.*' 

" Ha ! ha !" laughed the other; " very good for you 
—but borrowed." 
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« Well, you didn't lend it," hicconghed Wellsford. 
"But I Bay, my boy, what of your angel, oh ?" 

^^ I am dead in love." 

" So you said before ; and as that appears to be 
about all you intend to say, I am going home," re- 
joined Mark Wellsford, turning away. "-4i* revoir.'* 

" Adieu, if you will leave me." 

As Wellsford steadied himself across the saloon, 
and disappeared through the great folding doors, Du- 
pree looked after him, with a smile of contempt, and 
muttered : 

" There he goes, poor fellow, with more money than 
brains, and more brains than he can make good use of. 
Now by the time he reaches home,^he will need help 
to get to bed; and he will wake up to-morrow, imder 
the impression that I made him my confident the 
night before, and that he has forgotten the particu- 
lars. I make many confidents, $eeminglyj and of 
course become a confident of many in return ; but no 
one knows more of Leon Dupree's secrets than Leon 
Dupree wishes to have known. If any one can keep 
a secret well for me, I can keep it better for myself* 
It is proper to have Mark off his guard, and be the 
recipient of all he has to disclose. He little suspects 
I am playing a deeper game with him than any de- 
scribed by Hoyle. He hopes to win Grace De Vere — 
so do I — ^who will win her, time will show. Mean- 
while, I must amuse myself with intrigue — ^I delight 
in intrigue — and, for the present, Yilleta Linden will 
serve my purpose. I was a little taken aback with 
that skeleton of a brother, I must confess, with his 
large, hollow eyes, and grave-yard look ! But no mat- 
ter—I can endure him — and he will soon be out of 
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the way ; and yilleta, lovely Yilleta, must be mine. 
Poor, confidingy unsiispectiDgy she already looks upon 
me as her friend and benefactor ; and if I do not 
take advantage of opportunity, I am a fool. I will 
supply her with employment and money, praise her 
talents and beauty, excite her vanity and gratitude, 
and win her love and admiration. Well, this is a great 
world — a glorious world — and here is to the best fel- 
low in it, Leon Dupree !" 

He drank off another cup of wine ; and then, qui- 
etly sauntering through the gorgeous apartment, dis- 
appeared — a dark spirit going forth into darkness. 



CHAPTER IV. 

A UYSTEBIOUS DOCUMENT. 

Isaac Jacobs, the pawnbroker, sat in an old leather- 
covered, rickety arm-chair, in front of an old-fash- 
ioned writing desk. A miserable lamp, having a sin- 
gle wick, and burning thick, rancid oil, threw a faint 
gleam upon his wrinkled, begrimed, cadaverous face, 
as, with iron-bowed spectacles on his nose, he leaned 
forward, holding in his large, bony, trembling 
hands a written document, which he was eagerly 
examining. The room — a stnall apartment on the 
first floor, divided by a thin board partition from 
the general business department of his establishment 
—contained a ragged-looking bed, a large iron trunk, 
an iron safe, and sundry mysterious boxes and bun- 
dles, with any quantity of old clothes, litter, and dir- 
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tj rags. The hour was late — ^the different shops of 
trade, and various places of amusement, were closed 
— ^^the rumhle of wheels over the flinty pavements had 
ceased — the streets were silent and nearly deserted — 
and but few persons were stirring in the graat city, 
save watchmen, thieves, and fashionable dissipators. 

The paper which the Jew held in his hand, was 
thick, coarse, yellow, old, and much worn at the folds. 
It was written in German, and was a kind of family 
record, beginning with the marriage of Benjamin Ja- 
cobs, the father of the money-lender. While the Jew 
pores over it — his great, green, goggle eyes closely 
scanning it through his glasses— we will take the 
opportunity to translate what he reads — together with 
his mental or oral comments — which comments, being 
thought or spoken in the German language, may be 
rendered into better English than he was ever known 
to utter. 

" FAMILY RECORD. 
" Married. 
^ " In Nuremburff, Q-ermanyy April 16iA, 1728,* 
" Benjamin Jacobs to Esther Nathans. 

" Issue. 
« Esther^ Bom May llthy 1729. 
" Sarahy '^ June 8i, 1731. 

" Israely « March 16th, 1784. 

« ffagar, « August 26<A, 1736. 

" Benjamin, " April 12thy 1739. 

" Isaac, " June 23i, 1741." 

■ ■ 

* The dates of this record were according to Jewish time ; but, 
for the greater conyenience of the reader, we translate them ao ' 
cording to the Chriatian era. 
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"Gone — all gone!" muttered the pawnbroker, with 
something like a sigh ; " and I'm the last of mj 
father's race. Well, well, if Father Abraham will be 
merciful, I may live these fifteen or twenty years yet. 
Why not ? I am only ninety-five— only ninety-five — 
and feel quite young and strong. Ah ! ah ! yes 
indeed— quite young and strong— quite like a youth I 
feel. Ah ! ah ! I do think Isaac Jacobs could run 
quite a race with any of the young men of to-day — any 
of the young men of to-day — and — che ! che ! che ! — 
beat them too — ^y es, beat them at a race* Holy Father, 
grant me fifteen years — only fifteen years — I want to 
see fifteen years more of the world — and then I will 
be ready, quite ready, and will have my house in order. 
Only fifteen years to ninety-five — and I really feel 
quite young and strong. It is nothing to Thee, Al- 
mighty Ruler, and it is everything to me! Only 
ninety-five, and I feel quite young and strong." 

Thus soliloquized, and chuckled, and prayed the 
old, st6o{led, trembling, palrchment-skinned money- 
lender, as he leaned back in his chair, and raised his 
spectacles, letting his great, hollow eji^s stare at the 
wall before him and the ceiling above him. Then he 
pulled down his spectacles, and resumed his examina- 
tion of the paper. 

"Only two of our family left descendants," he 
muttered, at length; "only two left descendants — 
and^ the name of Jacobs is not among them. My 
father's name goes out with me. I never married — 
no, I never married. I couldn't a£ford to marry — the 
Lord knows that — and so my father's name goes out 
with me. Sarah married, and married well ; but she 
was a woman, and couldn't preserve the name ; and 



40 THE artist's bridb* 

she's dead and gone, and in Father Abraham's bosom 
— the blessing of a brother be with her in Paradise. 
Hagar married too— but married a Christian, and for- 
sook the faith of her fathers — the corse of God be on 
her for it ! and a father's, and a mother's, and a sis- 
ter's, and a brother's corse be on her for it ! and a 
nation's corse be on her for it ! and may she roast, 
and smoke, and born in the hottest flames of Gehen- 
na forever and ever !" 

The Jew gradoally raised his voice, as his passions 
rose, and the final malediction was pronoonced loudly 
and fiercely, and with a visage contorted into an ex- 
pression so diabolically, malicioosly savage, that the 
veriest fiend of Pandemoniom might well have bloshed 
for shame to find himself ootdone by one in mortal 
form. 

^^She married a Christian," he continoed, ^^and 
God's corse be on her for it ! and on him who took 
her to wife, and robbed her of eternal glory ! and on 
all the descendants of the goilty pair, down to the 
last generation! Gt)d's corse, and her father's, and 
mother's, and sister's, and brother's, be on them all I 
and God sweep them utterly from the face of the 
earth ! and land them in the lowest, hottest, and most 
solphoreoos flames of Gehenna, to bom among the 
damned forever and ever !" 

He trembled all over, and faiily foamed at the 
month with his hellish rage, as he paosed, exhaost- 
ed, to get breath and strength for another terrible 
effort. 

^^ And God's corse has been on them," he porsoed 
at length ; ^^ and man's corse has been on them ; and 
I— ha! ha!— even I have been God's instnunent to 
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work his cnrse and man's ! Let me see ! let me see !" 
and he fambled at the paper till he found the point 
of his search. ^^ Here it is — ^here it is ! I put it all 
down here — I have got them all down here ! Oh ! very 
valuable paper this! for it keeps me in remem- 
brance — ^keeps me from forgetting ! Ah ! ah ! they little 
think Isaac Jacobs knows them all! and has traced 
downward all who ever sprang from the loins of Ben- 
jamin Jacobs ! and has been ever on the track of the 
guilty, a righteous avenger of apostasy. It has cost 
me money—much money — a great deal of money," 
he groaned ; ^^ but Father Abraham knows it is the 
only luxury I ever indulged in — and I have lived on 
dry bread and water for years, and cheated all the 
hated Christians I could, to make up the loss; but 
still it has cost me a great deal of money — ^good, hard, 
solid money — that might now be in my strong box, or 
else out at good, wholesome interest — seventy-five per 
centum at least. Ah ! it has been very expensive, this 
revenge of mine — ^yet it has been very sweet. But 
if the Lord will only let me live fifteen, or say twenty, 
years longer, I can fetch it back — ^yes, I can fetch it 
back ; and before I die, I will make a will, and my 
money shall build a synagogue, or go to the children 
of Israel, who keep the laws of Moses. I'd even make 
my will now, only for a superstition that when I have 
made it I shall soon die and not live ; and I want to 
live fifteen or twenty years — say twenty-five, Holy 
Father, and I will not ask for another minute. It is 
not much to Thee, Holy Father, who hast all eternity 
at Thy disposal, and it is so much to Thy poor, humble 
servant, Isaac Jacobs. Oh, do. Good Lord, just grant 
me twenty-five years ! and if I ask for another minute, 
may I never enter into Paradise !" 
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While uttering this selfish prayer, much in the 
manner that he would have made a bargain with 
a fellow mortal, he tamed his wrinkled visage and 
hollow, goggle eyes upward, clasped his bony hands, 
and put on a smile-— or what he fancied was a smile- 
but which was really so hideous a twisting, together of 
parchment skin.and muscle, that we cannot conscien- 
tiously compare it even to the demoniac grin of the 
Arch-fiend of the Realm of Darkness, without at the 
same time begging pardon of his Satanic majesty for 
doing him injustice. 

Turning once more to the paper, he continued. 

" Ah ! ah ! — here it is — ^hero it is ! Here they are 
together, as I hope they're together in the hottest 
place." 

We transcribe the passage alluded to by the pawn- 
broker, as it stood on his family record. 

" Ifarried. 

" In Bremen, July Isty 1762. 

" John Ackland, an accursed Unglish Chr%%tianj to 
Sagar Jacobs, a runaway, apostate Jewess. 

" This marriage grieved unto death an honest, holy^ 
Hebrew father, who died cursing his false, faithless^ 
dishonored daughter. 

" Isaac Jacobs, the brother of the apostate and ac- 
cursed Hagar, was, at the date of the marriage, eleth 
en years old — but he was old enough to swear an oath^ ' 
by Moses and all the Prophets, that John Ackland, 
and Hagar his wife, and all their posterity, should be 
swept from the face of the earth. And Isaac remem- 
bered his o(dh, and rendered it not a vain oath ; and 
on the annual return of the day he sware it, he se* 
cretly renewed it, even in the synagogue.*' 
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^^ Ah ! ah ! did I not remember it ?" said Isaac, ex* 
nltingly ; ^^ did I not remember it ? John Ackland 
"went to England, and took Hagar with him. He be- 
longed to England, curse him! and he went home. 
Ah ! ah ! how well I remember — though I am ninety- 
and-five, and some people call me old.- No, no — I 
am not so very old — ^for I feel quite young and strong ; 
and who knows but I may live these good thirty years. 
Thirty years? Yes, why not? And even then I 
8hould1)e quite a youth to the patriarchs of old — quite 
a youth indeed — as I really feel I am ; for in truth I 
am as well, and strong, and hearty as I ever was ; and 
could run quite a race with any of the young men of 
to-day ; and — che ! che ! che ! — beat them, too— beat 
them for a wager — as I'm the son of my father. Say 
thirty years. Good Lord— only thirty years — and if 
ever I ask for another minute, give me my portion 
with those who keep not the laws of Moses. 

"But let me see — where •was I? Ah! yes — I re- 
member — and good cause have I to remember ! John 
Ackland went to England, and took the apostate Ha- 
gar with him ; and there she bore him two children — 
two daughters — which should have been two monsters 
—curse her ! When were these born ? let me see I 
let me see !" 

He turned to the written document, and read : 

" l89ue of Chrutian John and Apostate Hagar. 
" Martfy Bom in Manchester^ England^ May SO^A, 
1753. 

« Martha, « " Sept. bth, 1754. 

«< Yes— che ! che ! che ! — and, soon after, there 
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flhoold have been a death in the family !" chuckled the 
pawnbroker ; " and— che ! che ! che ! — so there was — 
80 there was — a fine death ! Let me see — ^here it is !" 

''Died. 

" In Bremefty July lat^ 1755. 

'' John Acklandy suddenly ^ supposed to he of choh 
era.'' 

" Supposed to be of cholera T' chuckled the Jew. 
'' Ah ! ah ! we can suppose a great many things. 
But was it cholera 7 was it, eh ? A great many peo> 
pie have died of cholera within the last four years — 
and died suddenly — ^yes, very suddenly — ^but did John 
Acklandy who married the apostate Hagar, die of 
cholera, in Bremen, on the third anniversary of his 
Christian marriage? I think not. I was fourteen 
years old then, and had a good memory, and have it 
yet, and I think not." 

He paused, raised his spectacles, and rolled his 
great, green eyes around the apartment, with a fiend- 
ish expression, and added : 

" I know he didn't die of cholera — ^but poison — ^poi- 
son — ha ! ha ! — poison ! And just as he was going to 
take the death-leap, I bent over him and whispered : 

" ' Accursed Christian ! the brother of your false 
Hagar put poison in your wine. Pray know me ! I 
am but a boy — ^but I am the deadly foe of all you leave 
behind ; and they shall soon follow you, and seek and 
find you in the hottest flames of Gehenna !' 

^' Ah ! ah ! how he looked at me ! Holy Moses I 
how he looked at me ! I see him yet. But he didn't 
say anything ; he was too far gone for that ; I took 
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good care of that ; and with a groan of agony — omen- 
tal agony — a foretaste of hell itself — he died — ^ha ! ha! 
— he died— on the third anniversary of his wedding ; 
and Isaac Jacobs — that's me — che! che! che! — was 
just fourteen years old ; but not a whit more nimble 
and strong than I am now ; no, not a whit — not a whit 
— thanks to Father Abraham, who never forgets his 
children, the children of Israel. 

^'Now let me see once more!" again referring to 
the paper. *^ Hagar did not long enjoy her widow- 
hood ; not long — not very long — not so long as she 
wanted to, I do believe. She died in two years, I see 
— and that wasn't long — for I have lived ninety-and- 
five years, and really think the time quite short. - It 
is very agreeable to live — it is indeed — and I would 
be very glad, and very thankful, for thirty-five or forty 
years more, if it so please good Father Abraham — 
very thankful, as I'm a gentleman. 

" John and Hagar lefk two children, which I would 
gladly have sent after them ; but I couldn't manage it 
without detection ; and then they would have called it 
murder — the cursed Christians — and put my neck 
in a halter ; which would have been unpleasant — che I 
che ! che !— disagreeable— che ! che ! che ! — very dis- 
agreeable. Mary and Martha Ackland grew up and 
married — ^yes, grew up and married, curse them !— one 
an Eldridge, and the other a Linden. Yes ! I have 
them all down here. Oh, very valuable paper this! 
it has got them all down in black and white ; and I'll 
have them all down into the sulphureous flames of Ge- 
henna, if I can only live a few years longer. I've got 
Sarah's and Hagar's descendants all traced down — and 
here they are. Very queer the two lines should have 
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ended in one, and a Christiati at that — the line of her 
I loved, and the line of her I loathed ! Ah ! ah ! it 
is very queer that faithful Sarah and false Hagar 
should join issue in the fifth generation, and the pro- 
duct be a detested Christian. But so it is, as the Lord 
knows ; and I must do my duty, and crush out both 
lines — crush out all — all — all — curse them ! 

" Queer things turn up in this good world — ^very 
queer ! To think that this girl should come to me 
with her jewels! — to me — che! che! che! — who put 
poison in the wine of one of her ancestors, and helped 

send her father Ah ! ah ! Isaac, that's a story to 

think about ; but it won't do to tell-— oh, no, not at all 
—che ! che ! che ! — not even in a foreign tongue— oh, 
no. 

" Now," continued the Jew, taking up the locket 
and necklace, which lay beside him on the desk, and 
which Yilleta Linden had put in pledge for three dol- 
lars, " I wonder if the girl will ever redeem these 
trinkets ? It is like slie will — it is quite like she will ; 
and if she does, I have her ; for if she redeems them, 
she'll be like to wear the locket — for it was no doubt 
her mother's— and she'll be quite like to wear it ; and 
if she does — che ! che ! che ! — I have her ; and she's 
the last in the two lines : not that there are no more 
— for I don't forget the Duprees — oh ! no— not I — 
not Isaac, the money-lender : but she's the only one who 
unites the two— and she's the latest. Good world this 
— ^but queer— che ! che ! che ! — ^very queer ! — I know 
a secret — ^yes, I know a secret worth knowing : Isaac 
Jacobs hasn't lived ninety-and-five years in this queer 
world for nothing : I can put a deadly poison in the 
locket, that will kill her if she wears it — ^kill her in 
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less than a year — and nobody be the wiser except me. 
She'll pine to death, in less than a year, from its sab- 
tile influence, and nobody be the wiser except me. 
Ah ! ah ! I must always except me, Isaac Jacobs, in 
all these little affairs — always except myself. Now 
let me see where I can put the poison so as to be most 
safe !" 

He opened the locket — from which poor Villeta, 
before bringing it to him, had removed the miniature 
likenesses of both father and mother, with some locks 
of their hair, leaving it apparently empty — and pro- 
ceeded to examine it with as much care as if he had 
supposed it to hold secreted from casual observation a 
diamond of great Value. It was a singular-looking 
locket, quaintly chased, and was, to all appearance, 
much older than either of the parties whose miniatures 
it had preserved. * As the Jew tried the thickness of 
the gold with his finger, he soon discovered, what 
had escaped Yilleta's observation, that one side con- 
tained a secret apartment ; and as no discovery, with' 
his present wicked design in view, could have pleased 
him better, he eagerly set to work, and soon removed 
a thin gold partition — when, to his great surprise, a 
folded paper, closely and neatly packed in the recess, 
met his eye. To remove this was the work of a mo- 
ment ; and as he unfolded and held it to the light, he 
perceived it was a marriage certificate, written in fine 
letters, on very fine vellum. 

" So, with Father Abraham's assistance, this may 
come of use," grinned the Jew ; " and if I can't pois- 
on her, perhaps I can ruin her — who knows ?" 

The marriage certificate read thus : 
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^^ TkU %% to certify J that on the Seventh day of 
Marchj in the year of our Lord One ThovAand Eight 
Hundred and Ten^ Eldridge Linden^ and EUen 
Courtney^ were by me united in the honde of Mar* 
riagey according to the Ordinance of Q-odj and the laws 
of the Stafe of New York:* 

" Datedj this 7th day of Marchy A. D. 1810, at 
New Yorky N. Y. 

" Willis Boardmany D.D. 
" Witness. 

" John Ellis. 
" Sarah Ellis. 
'' Henry Zeck:* 

^^ Yes/' mattered the Jew, as he perused and reper- 
used the document so unexpectedly thrown into his 
possession, ^'this may be of great value — great 
value — who knows ? I shall take care of this — I shall 
take care of this. I shall put — " 

At this moment there came three distinct, but not 
very loud, raps on the door of his establishment, start- 
ling him, and cutting short his speech and plot. 

" Holy Moses ! who can that be ?*' he said, mentally, 
gathering up his papers and jewels in hasty confusion, 
and thrusting them, without order or regularity, into 
a large iron box, which stood open near him, but which 
he closed and locked with trembling hands. ^' W^o 
can that be knocking at this late hour ? My God ! 
if it should be an officer come to arrest me, and take 
me to prison ! Ah ! ah ! — oh, dear me ! Good Lord, 
please don't let them take away Thy poor, feeble, de- 
crepit old servant, who has one foot already in the 
grave, and can't live but a very little while — ^perhaps 
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only a few days, or weeks at the most! Oh, pray 
don't let them trouble me now ! and I'll make my will 
right off — I swear I will — and every cent of my hard 
earnings shall go to enrich the synagogues and child- 
ren of Israel." 

Here the knocking was repeated, somewhat louder. 

" Father Abraham !" cried the guilty Isaac, drop- 
ping upon his knees and clasping his skinny hands — 
'* please do show me mercy this time — justiihis time— 
this once — pray do now! Thou knowest, oh. Holy 
Father, that what I did was done for the good of Thy 
cause; and if I murdered anybody, or took money 
from anybody, it was for the good of Thy cause — for 
they had forsaken the faith of their fathers, and de- 
served to die ; and it seemed right to me to put them 
out of the way, and not let them cumber the earth. Oh, 
Holy Father, Thou knowest this, and I humbly beg 
Thou wilt protect thy decrepit old servant ! and I will 
get ready to die any time Thou mayest call me ; and I 
will leave all my property for Thy benefit and glory: 
I will indeed, as I'm a gentleman — I mean as I'm a 
poor, decrepit old fool in Thy holy sight !" 

Here the knocking was renewed, even louder than 
before ; and a hoarse, rough voice said : 

" Isaac Jacobs, ahoy ! I want a word with you !" 

"Vho you vash?" inquired Isaac, somewhat re- 
assured, and speaking in broken English— for the fore- 
going mental and oral soliloquy, as we observed at 
the commencement thereof, being thought or spoken 
in German, the native language of the Jew, (if we ex- 
cept the Hebrew,) had of necessity to be rendered into 
better English than he could speak himself. ^^Vho 
you vash, ash vants to preaks into mine housh all der 
times ?" A 
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" It's me, old shipmate — Jack Guthrie !" replied the 
voice, in a low, guarded tone. ^' I want a word with 
you, if you please — I've so' thing to tell you — so heave 
ahead." 

On hearing the name of his visitor, the guilty 
money-lender trembled from head to foot, and turned 
as pale as it was possible for one of his dingy, dirty 
complexion to turn. 

"You vash go vay — ^go vay !" cried Isaac, hastily: 
" vat for you vash comes here ? I vash not knows you 
more ash nobody." 

"Don't you?" returned the voice. "Well, if 
you'll let me come aboard, FU freshen your mem- 
ory, by ! and if you don't let me, you'll wish 

you had, afore this time tQ-morrow night — ^you will, 
by !" 

"Holy Moshes! vat vills I do? Holy Apraham! 
vat vills I do ?" groaned the Jew, greatly alarmed. 

" Gome, old lubber," said the voice, " it's the last 
call.: going to do it or not?" 

"Oh, yesh, I vill lets you in: sthop von bit; 
I vill lets you in, Mishter Guthrie : yesh, I vill lets 
you in." 

As he spoke, he looked hurriedly about the apart- 
ment, to see if there was anything to tempt the cupid- 
ity of one who might not scruple to take advantage 
of opportunity ; and then thrusting his key into an 
old bundle of rags — or what, at least, looked like a 
bundle of rags — he caught up the lamp, and hastened 
into a dark, narrow entry, which adjoined his sleeping 
apartment, and, with trembling hands, hands trem- 
bling with age and fright, began to undo the fasten- 
ings of a door that opened into a small, narraw, filthy 
yard. 



AN UNPLBASANT CUSTOMER. 61 

From this entry, an old, miserable flight of stairs 
led to an apartment above ; and as the old pawnbroker 
fumbled at the fastenings of the door, the old stairs 
slightly creaked with an ascending footstep ; but the 
Jew did not hear the creak, and little dreamed that 
he had been watched, for the last hour, by a German 
girl in his employ, the only tenant of the house be- 
sides himself. 

The door, which was strongly bolted, was at length 
opened; and then, as a short, stout, rough-looking 
individual glided in, the Jew reclosed and bolted it 
withtrembUng hands, and also with a sinking, quaiUng 
heart. 



CHAPTER V. 

AN UNPLEASANT CUSTOMER. 

" Oh ! I vash so mush delight for to see you, Mish- 
ter Guthrie — so very mush delight ash never vash !*' 
said the money-lender, the moment he had closed the 
door. ^^ Ah ! ah ! I ish very mush delight, ash I 
tells you. How you vash, eh ?" 

"Well, I'm so-so," replied Jack Guthrie; "and 
right glad to hear you're so delighted to meet an old 
shipmate, even though the time of night aint the most 
seasonable. How do you do yourself, Isaac ? I was 
afraid your old hull had sprung aleak, and you'd gone 
down to your master, the d — 1 ; but you haint, I see ; 
and. what's better, you're looking just as sound and 
clean-rigged as ever — ^ha! ha! ha!" 
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" Hush ! cood Mishter Guthrie — hush !*' returned 
the pawnbroker, putting his long, skinny finger under 
his hawk-bill nose, to his dry, ash-colored lips. " Dere 
ish von Cherman gal vot shleeps up stair, and you vill 
Takes her if you vash shpeaks • so loud. Here you 
vash comes in, cood Mishter Guthrie;'' and Isaac, with 
the dim lamp in his hand, led the way into the small 
room where he had sat plotting against the life of Vil- 
leta Linden at the moment of his visitor's unexpected, 
and, we hardly need add, unwelcome arrival. " You 
vash sits down," continued the Jew, pointing his visi- 
tor to his own rickety arm-chair, as he placed the lamp 
on the writing desk, and turned to bolt the door; 
" you vash sits down, cood Mishter Guthrie, and makes 
yourself so very mush comfortable. Oh ! I ish so 
mush delight to see you, ash I vash not shpeaks dem 
— so helps me !" 

" Well, it's refreshing to fin,d your old hull afloat, 
and hear you pipe so like a true comrade," said Jack 
Guthrie, as he took ofif his tarpaulin, slapped it down 
on the desk, and deposited himself in the chair. ^' No 
use standing on ceremony aboard your craft," he 
added, with a grin ; '' and so I'll make no bones 'bout 
taking the post of honor, and you can stow yourself 
where you like, seeing you're the cap'in on your own 
deck— ha! ha! ha!" 

Jack Guthrie was not remarkably visible by the 
miserable light of the pawnbroker's lamp ; but still we 
mustf venture some description of his personal appear- 
ance, as he stretched out his legs and leaned back in 
the creaking arm-chair, with the air of one who felt 
himself at home and in good quarters. 

He seemed about forty-five years of age, and, as 
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we have already said, was short, and stout, • and 
coarsely attired. His costume was rather that of a 
sailor than a landsman ; and consisted merely of a 
hrown, dirty, woolen shirt, with large, falling collar of 
the same — a pair of coarse, dark trousers, girded 
around the waist by a leather belt — a pair of thin 
slippers — and the before-mentioned tarpaulin, which 
he had placed in front of him on the open desk. His 
face was large, fdll, and nearly covered with a black, 
bushy beard, which he had suffered to grow without 
trimming ; and his skin, where it could be seen, was 
rough, coarse, and of a reddish brown. His hair was 
long, black, and. matted, and fell carelessly over his 
low forehead, nearly down to his sharp, black eyes. 
He had a Boman nose — a large, sensual mouth — and, 
taken all-in-all, was just such a companion as we 
would not select to accompany us through a lonely 
place on a dark night, especially if burdened with a 
tempting sum of money. 

He sat eying the dim light, with an abstracted air 
and a kind of bravado-look, till the Jew had secured 
the door and quietly placed his old shrivelled form on 
the iron trunk which stood near — when he resumed : 

^' It's chock up to know I fetched you such a prime 
freight !" he said, with a grin. 

" Eh ?" cried the money-lender, brightening up : 
** you. vash fetch me von freights, eh ? Vare you vash 
leaf it r 

^'Here, old shipmate!*' striking his hand on his 
broad chest ; " here ! Didn't you just say how de- 
lighted you was to see me lay along side? though 
when I first hailed, you did seem inclined to sheer off 
—but I s'pose that was just to give me a salute. 



54 THE abtist's bbidb. 

Now I know you're as tickled to see me as if you'd 
got a harpoon in your gills — aint you ?" 

" Vare you vash comes from ?*' inquired Isaac. 

" Well, I've run in from 'most every port, old gaf- 
fer. I've been a long cruise, seen a good deal 

of foul weather, and thought I'd put in here for repairs. 
I knowed if you was afloat, you'd lend a hand to a 
comrade in distress, and see him well caulked and 
rigged, and in a good offing, ready for another cruise. 
You see Got any 'bacca ?" 

"No, I never vash use der nasty stuffs," cried the 
pawnbroker, with a contemptuous shrug. 

" If it was nasty, you'd be just the lubber as would 
use it," rejoined Jack, with a coarse laugh. " Well, 
you see, arter I cut adrift from such good company as 
you, and the skipper what commanded the Delaware 
expedition " 

" Hush ! Hush !" said the Jew, in alarm. " Mine 
Got ! vat for you vash shpeaks of dat ?" 

" Look'e here, old lubber, what did I say ? Why 
hang me, but you're as stupid as a Chinese junk! 
Who can tell from my signals what I mean, 'cept them 
as has the key ? and if you and the bank-skipper has 
kept your tongues furled, I can swear mine haint been 
flying ; and arter having rid out the first storm, you're 
in course anchored safe now, and needn't fear a slight 
swell." 

" Put I ish very mush afeard to dink of dat affairs, 
for fear I vash shpeaks it out, and der vails hash der 
ears," whimpered the pawnbroker. 

^* Well, let her go by the run then," rejoined the 
other, with a malicious twinkle of his keen, black eyes ; 
" and I'll haul my wind on another tack. You see, 
then, arter we'd water-logged that craft, and " 
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" Mine Got !" exclaimed the Jew, starting up in 
terror ; " vat for you vill shpeaks of dat allnler times V* 

" By ! you take all the wind out of me, running 

up along side under such colors !*' rejoined Jack, affec- 
ting to be much alarmed, but secretly amused at the 
discomfort of his host. ^^ Death's head and cross- 
bones !" he continued, with a grin, ai he surveyed the 
old, stooped, shriveled form of the money-lender, who 
now stood before him with his arms crossed on his 
breast: ^^If I didn't know you for a merchantman, 
hang me, but I'd take you for a pirate, and give you 
the best shot in the locker !" 

*^ Ah, mine Got !" groaned Isaac ; *' shpose you 
vash not shpeaks of dat all der times, cood Mishter 
Guthrie ; it vash all der times makes me feel so mush 
queer." 

^^ Ay, ay, old shipmate — anything to oblige a com- 
rade, who won't forget his messmates at grog time. 
There, sit down, and make yourself at home as I do. 
Well, you see ^By-the-by, how many bells ?" 

" Eh ?" queried the pawnbroker. 

« What's the time of night ?" 

^^ It ish very mush late ; and, mine Got ! I vill get no 
shleeps — oh, dear ! oh, dear !" groaned Isaac, thus 
giving his friend a gentle hint that he would be very 
willing to dispense with his company for the present — 
and, for that matter, for all time to come. 
. " But what's the time ? you old, piratical, worm- 
eaten land-lubber!" cried the other, showing anger 
for the first time since entering the establishment 
of Isaac. ^'I don't want none of your hints to 
sheer off— for if I spread sail afore I get in the bal- 
last I come here for, why, hang me, if I don't cast my 
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grappling-irons afoul of your old rigging, and take you 
with me ! What's the time of night ? says Jack Guthrie. 
D> hear V 

" I vash pegs'your pardonsh, von, dwo, dree dousand 
time !" whimpered Isaac, with cringing servility ; 
" put I vash not knows der times — so helps me ! 1 
dink it ish very^ mush more ash der middle of der 
nights." 

" How much more ?'* 

"May be dwo, dree hoursh." 

" Maybe you lie !*' rejoined the other. " But it don't 
matter. I've got time enough to overhaul the log a 
bit, and get snugly stowed afore daylight, and that's 
all I care for. Well, you see, you want to know how 
I've weathered old time since you seed me hull down 
on a long cruise !" 

"I vills not droubles you to tells, cood Mishter 
Guthrie, if you vash vants not to," said the Jew, un- 
easily. 

"Oh, I don't mind/ spinning a short yarn, so you 
don't forgit it in paying oflF." 

"Vat you vash means by pay oflF?" inquired the 
money-lender, with a look of despair. 

"So' thing agreeable, old gaffer, which you'll run 
into, by-and-by, without tacking. Well, yoU see, arter 

that little job down on the Delaware Oh, well, 

hang it ! if your old hulk won't stand that are kind 
of overhauling, just let her float the way she is, with 
her lee scuppers under, and say honest Jack Guthrie 
don't care a straw ! Yes, you see, arter taking French 
leave of this here old Quaker town — which ought to 
be scuttled with 'arthquakes, and sent to Davy Jones' 
locker — I shipped at New York for a cruise to the 
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Mediterranean, expecting to give you, old gaffer, and 
the bank-skipper, a wide berth ever arter, according to 
the articles of agreement atween us. Well, I sailed 
out of New York in a beautiful raking clipper — ^the 
neatest rigged and fastest little craft for her tonnage 
you ever laid eyes on ; and we bad aboard, besides a 
few kegs of specie, (that wasn't bad ballast, d'ye mind !) 
a crew of the finest lads as ever walked a plank, cut 
a throat, or swung at yard-arm ; and so one stormy 
night, being all agreed, we quietly scuttled the skip- 
per, throwed over the two mates, and bad it all our 
own way — honest Jack, d'ye mind, being cock of the 
walk. 

"Now to haul in the slack — for I sees your old 

bones is beginning to creak and groan, like a old 

Jungfrau in a stiff nor' wester — and all because we was 
so wicked, and you're such a very pious old saint, — 
I say, to fetch things to a p'int, you must know we 
managed to git ourselves in fine trim for the nigger 
trade ; and if we didn't lay in a good ebony stock, 
and make money fast, then Jack Guthrie's a liar ; and 
I want you to show me the craft that dares run afoul 
of him and tell him so !" 

"Ah! ah! you vash makes der monish, eh?" said 
the Jew, his great, goggle eyes twinkling with some- 
thing like pleasure at the bare thought ; " you vash 
makes der monish, eh? Good boys — cood lads — 
ah! ah!" 

"Yes, Isaac, it 'ud done your old, honest heart 
good, to seed us unload the niggers in a stiff market, 
and git under way ag'in, with as purty a freight of 
silver and gold, snug below the hatches, as ever you 
laid eyes on !" 
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"Ah! ah!" cried Isaac, rubbing his hands; "dat 
vash der ding vat vash cood ; yesh — ha ! ha ! — yesli — 
che! che! che! Cood lads — cood lads — ah! ah! 
And you ish very mush rich now, cood Mishter Guth- 
rie, eh?" 

" Why, you see, to fetch the thing right down to a 
p'int, old shipmate, we done a mighty fine business 
for a few years ; but gitting so much fair weather in 
the nigger line, made us careless about squalls ; and 
so*, one day, the lads all got on a spree, and while our 

skylights was darkened, a British sloop-of-war 

run into us, and made us all prisoners, without a shot. 
It was a mighty bad overhauling we got, and we fetched 
up sober in irons, with our clipper, money, and every- 
thing we'd earned, all gone prize to our captors. Now 
I cut adrift from 'em — no matter how — and here I is ; 
and I want you to come down handsome, for old ac- 
quaintance sake, so as I can git another fit-out ; and 
if I'm ever laid on my beam ends ag'in, by such cus- 
sed sea-sharks as them, then say I'm a land-lubber^ 
and don't know a hawser from a chain cable, or a mar- 
line-spike from a ratline." 

" Oh, cood Mishter Guthrie, I vash haf no monish," 
said the pawnbroker, in alarm ; " no monish at all. I 
ish so poor, I vash lifs on dry pread, and coes hungry 
to mine ped, ash Fader Apraham knows." 

"Oh, I know you're poor, old gaflFer," said Jack, 
condolingly. 

" Oh, yesh, mine Got ! so poor ash never vash.*' 

"And our t'other comrade, the bank-skipper — ^he 
hasn't a dollar in his locker, I s'pose?" 

" Dupree, you means ? oh, he ish very mush rich !" 
said Isaac ; " so rich ash he could puy and Bells me 
forty time." 
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'^ He made more out of that are job than either on 
us, I s'pose?" 

" Oh, yesh — he vash get very rich so quick ash dat 
very nights." 

"Glad to hear that — for atween you, you've got 
to come down handsome — else, shiver my timbers, if 
I don't water-log both of ye ! You're very poor, I 
know^' 

" Yesh, cood Mishter Guthrie, you vash tells der 
truth now — ^you vash tells der truth now — so helps 
me !" 

" Then allow me to say, old gaffer, that if that's 
the truth, may my old hull sink to fathomless depths, if 
I haint al'ays been one of the biggest liars unhung. 
What's in that iron trunk ?" 

"Clothes — old clothes — shust old clothes — not a 
ding else, ash I ish a shentlemans !" 

" As you're a what ?" cried Jack, suddenly starting 
up and facing round to the terrified pawnbroker ; " aa 
you're a what ?" 

" I vash pegs your pardonsh," replied the money- 
lender, " for say shentlemans, if it vash not pleashe 
you, cood Mishter Guthrie !" 

"Open that box!" said Jack, sternly. "I want 
some money to-night, and hang me if I don't have 
it !" 

"Mine Got!" cried Isaac, starting up; "I vash 
tells you " 

"Open that box!'* interrupted Jack; "or that 
other iron machine there ! (pointing to the safe,) or, 
foul my rigging, if I don't make a new sky-light in 
your foretop !" 

" Yell, I vUl opens it, and you vills shee, mit yoor 
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0¥m eyes, dat all I vash tells you ish der truth — all 
ish der truth, and no lies," replied the Jew, fumbling 
about his person, as if for the key. Suddenly he 
added, as if he had just made a frightful discovery : 
" Mine Got ! Fader Apraham ! Holy Moshes ! oh, 
dear ! oh, dear ! I haf peen rob ! I haf peen rob ! 
Mine Got ! I haf peen rob ! oh, dear ! oh, dear ! and all 
mine keys ish gone ! oh, dear ! oh ! oh !'' 

Jack Guthrie reached out his arm, took hold of the 
pawnbroker's shoulder, spun him round to the light, 
and, looking him steadily in the face, said quietly, but 
sternly : 

^' You might fool a marine, but hang me if you can 
an old salt ! You're a liar, anyhow, and I'll prove it 
by your own lips, you old, drled-up, bone-rat- 
tling land-lubber ! You just swore you wasn't worth 
a copper, and now you swear you've been robbed ! 
Come ! I want a thousand to begin on ; and if you 
don't Want your old craft sunk in deep water, below 
soundings, you'll shell out, mighty quick !" 

" Put I vash haf no keys, cood " 

" Stave her in then !" interrupted Jack : " I must 
have the money!" 

" Preak der pox ? Oh, Fader Apraham ! you yills 
fetch all der polishe mit der noishe !" 

" Don't care a straw — got to have the money !" 
returned Jack, carelessly. ^^ There'll be one consola- 
tion, old dry-bones — if the land-sharks git me, you'll 
come too." 

" Oh, mine Got ! you vills not pe so mush cruel ?'* 

"Yes, that's me, to a p'int." 

" Put I vash not haf so mush monish — so helps 
mel" 
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Jack put on his tarpaulin, and quietly said : 

" Just let me out, Isaac, and hang me if I don't 
pipe you afore a law-skipper afore you touch your 
morning's grog !" 

Thus threatened, the Jew, after many asseverations 
that he had no money, at length found his keys, 
opened his safe, and handed Jack a satisfactory sum ; 
who then left, promising to give him another call at 
his earliest convenience. 

Being at last fairly rid of his unwelcome visitor, 
the pawnbroker hastened to put out his light and turn 
into his miserable rag of a bed, where he lay and 
groaned at his loss for more than an hour, when he 
fell into a slumber, which was disturbed by a vision 
of burglars, murderers, sinking ships, and other hor- 
rors. 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE ABTIST AND HIS YISITOB. 

On the second floor of a building which fronted 
upon the most fashionable thoroughfare of Philadel- 
phia, was the studio of an artist ; and thither we will now 
transport the reader, begging him to understand and 
bear in mind that an interval of a few days has 
elapsed since the opening of our story. 

It was a bright, warm, pleasant day — the sun was 
far up toward the zenith — and the single window of 
the studio looked out upon a gay street, crowded with 
Tehicles and pedestrians. The window was open to 
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admit the soft air, and the light breeze gently waved 
a long muslin shade, which descended below the lower 
casement, and bore on it the letters, to be read from 
the street : 




The apartment was not large, and could scarcely be 
termed furnished. Besides a couple of easy arm- 
chairs, and a table covered with green baize — on which 
were a few choice books, some writing materials, and 
a small vase of flowers — it contained nothing to speak 
of, except such articles as pertain directly to the pro- 
fession of an artist. There were paints, brushes, a 
pallet, an easel, prepared canvas, a few picture frames, 
some half a dozen sketches, none quite finished, and 
one complete painting of a sweet, beautiful face, with 
blue eyes and golden hair, looking out as it were from 
the depths of space, the work of the artist himself. 

In one of the chairs, with his right arm resting 
upon the table, and his head supported by his hand — 
the soft white fingers half buried in a mass of black, 
wavy, glossy hair, which swept gracefully down to his 
very shoulders — sat Julian St. Cloud. His face was 
p^le, sad, thoughtful, but very handsome. The well- 
turned lips and chin — the straight, chiseled nose — ^the 
dark, full, dreamy eyes — and the high, broad, white fore- 
head — presented the externals of classic beauty ; while 
the soul of intellect, beaming through all, left nothing 
of mentality wanting. He displayed no beard, and 
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his features had quite a youthful look — the more so, 
that he dressed in plain black, which contrasted with 
his white skin, and wore a broad, falling collar, a la 
Byron, with only a black ribbon around his neck. 
He appeared to be about twenty years of age, but in 
reality he was some three or four years older. 

He sat for some minutes, without changing his po- 
sition ; and then he gave utterance to a portion of a 
4rain of thought which had been, and was still, pass- 
ing through his mind. 

^^ Yes," he said, slightly nodding his head, as if 
keeping time with his thoughts ; ^^ yes, it is even so ; 
for this world there is no talent equal to the talent of 
getting money. Though I rob the widow, cheat the 
orphan, pawn friendship, and sell my soul, I am still 
a respectable man, so I be not fool enougli to part 
with the money thus obtained ; for what is criminal in 
the sight of God, is merely clever management in the 
opinion of mankind. The world sets a value upon 
a man's purse, rather than his brain ; and honest, vir- 
tuous poverty must stand uncovered and shivering in 
the cold, while gilded vice stalks by in jeweled ermine. 
But why repine ? I wotild not exchange my talents 
for gold, even though I be doomed to starve ; and so 
let those who have wealth enjoy their day, unenvied 
by me. This material world is where man begins to 
live — the spirit-world is where he lives on — and there, 
thank God ! money has no value, and virtue and in- 
tellect are above price. 

^^ Let me see !" he continued, after a pause, draw- 
ing forth an old purse, and emptying its contents into 
his hand. '* I have one dollar and seventy-one cents, 
and my rent will be due to-morrow. I must raise the 
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balance, or vacate these premises. How shall I do 
it ? What have I to dispose of?*' 

His large, dreamy eyes slowly wandered around his 
studio, and finally rested upon the only finished paint- 
ing it contained — the beautiful face, with blue eyes 
and golden hair, which looked sweetly and sadly forth 
from an azure field, surrounded with a misty halo. It 
was a gem of art ; and had it been executed by one 
known to fame, would have commanded a price that,* 
to the poor artist, would have seemed a fortune. 

^' Must I sacrifice thee, sweet being ?" sighed Julian 
St. Cloud, as he arose, took up the picture, placed it 
on his easel, and turned it to the light. ^^ Must I 
sell thee, sweet friend of my lonely hours ! and sell 
thee for gold, as Judas sold his Master ? Yes," he 
sighed, ^^ there is no alternative ; I must go forth and 
seek a buyer, or go forth myself to-morrow, a house- 
less wanderer. I know where I can dispose of thee ; 
but, alas ! I know for what a pittance. It must be 
done, though,*' he concluded, compressing his lips and 
knitting his brows ; '' it must be done ; and the sooner 
it is done, the sooner the pang of parting will be 
over." 

Just as he said this, the door opened, and Leon 
Dupree, with a kind of aristocratic hauteur, entered 
the apartment. As the artist and his visitor were 
strangers, there was no nod of recognition ; but 
Julian St. Cloud, with a well-bred air, made a slight 
inclination of his head, and modestly profiered a seat. 

^' No," said Leon, glancing around with an air of 
condescension ; '^ thank you, sir ! I have made a 
Blight mistake, I perceiv^e — ^I intended calling on Ser- 
ley-" 
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" Pour doors above," replied Julian, "with a polite 
bow. 

" Fine artist, sir ! fine artist, is Serley !" pursued 
Leon. " He sent me a polite note to call and look at 
what he considers his chef d' ceuvre; and having 
nothing better to do, I thought, as I was passing, I 
would gratify him." 

Julian St. Cloud colored, and bowed, but made no 
reply. 

^^ Have you seen his last, sir ?" inquired Leon, 
working at the fingers of his soft kid gloves, and 
settling his cravat, with his chin, in the most approved 
mode. 

^' I have not had the pleasure," was Julian's cour- 
teous reply. 

^^ I suppose he stands at the head of his profes- 
sion ? " continued Leon, in a patronizing tone. 

^ Some think so," replied Julian, coloring still more 
deeply. 

"So regarded by connoisseurs, I believe," rejoined 
Leon, taking a step or two forward, to examine a half 
finished sketch that stood leaning against the wall near 
the door. " Yes, I told him, some two or three years 
ago, that he would rise, if he would only give a little 
more attention to coloring and detail, and study well 
the great masters, and I am pleased to find he has 
done so. You evidently have talent," he continued, 
with the air of a patronizing critic, " but you have a 
great many faults to overcome. This picture has 
some good points, but it wants finish and tone." 

" It certainly wants finish^** replied Julian, rather 
coldly, " since it is in a very unfinished condition." 

" Yes, I see. You ought to take it to Serley, and 

6 
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get his advice and some instruction. I think you would 
do well under a good preceptor. You have talent, 
without question ; and, to oblige you, I will mention 
the matter to Serley." 

"I beg your pardon, sir!" returned the young ar- 
tist, quietly, his dreamy eyes beginning to sparkle 
with irritation ; ^^ but Mr. Serley is the last artist in 
the world I would look to for instruction or advice. 
In my opinion, sir, he has far more fame than me- 
rit." 

"In your opinion, quite likely!" retorted Leon, 
with something like a sneer, as he faced round to Ju- 
li^,n. " Two of a trade, you know, and so forth. But 
Serley has both fame and merit, and I flatter myself 
he owes much of his success to me. I may be a par- 
tial judge ; but, really, I feel constrained to say, I see 
nothing here that compares favorably with any work 
of Serley." 

" There is only one finished picture in the room," 
said Julian, biting his lips and speaking in a slightly 
sarcastic tone, though he evidently struggled to sup- 
press all show of temper ; " and that is undoubtedly 
so inferior to anything which may have been produced 
by the famous Mr. Serley, as to be beneath the notice 
of so superior a judge as yourself." 

" Ah, pray don't get heated, young man I" re- 
turned Leon, coolly and impudently. " If the world 
does not appreciate your extraordinary merits, perhaps 
it is not so much the fault of the world as your yanity 
may have led you to suppose." 

"Sir!" said Julian, sharply and haughtily, with 
flushed features and flashing eyes ; " is it your inten- 
tion to insult me?" 
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'^ Oh^ not at all — ^not at all !" replied Leon, with 
perfect nonchalance. " I never step out of my "way 
to insult any one without cause ; and I trust you have 
too much good sense to be offended at the truth, how- 
ever unguardedly spoken. Pray do me the kindness 
to let me look at what you term your finished pic- 
ture." 

^' You will find it on the easel," said the young art- 
ist, with assumed indifference, as he quietly seated 
himself by the table and took up a book. • 

Leon Dupree walked leisurely to the easel, intend- 
ing of course to find fault with whatever he might 
see, and thus further annoy the artist, whom he con- 
sidered wanting in respect to one of his cloth ; but no 
sooner did his eye fall upon that sweet, sad, lovely 
face, than he started, and exclaimed : 

^' Good heavens ! what a likeness ! Did you paint 
this, sir ?" 

'^ I did," answered Julian, without looking up from 
his book. 

"And when did she sit for it ?" 

« Who, sir ?" 

"Vil 1 should say — the original," returned 

Leon. 

" It is merely a trifling fancy-sketch," replied Ju- 
lian, with the same air of assumed indifference, though 
secretly enjoying his triumph. 

" Do you mean to say that no one sat for this?" 
inquired Leon, quickly. 

"I do." 

" And you never saw the original ?" 

" I once saw a face something like it," answered 
Julian, turning over the leaves of his book, but with- 
out raising his eyes from the printed pages. 
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" Do you know the name of the lady you saw ?" 

" I do not. Do you ?** 

"Yes— no — that is" — stammered Leon, growing 
confused — "What is your price for the painting ?*' 

" I have never put a price on it — ^I intended it for 
myself." 

" But you will sell it V 

"I do not know whether I will or not," replied 
Julian Sc. Cloud, indifferently. 

" I must have it, my dear sir !" cried Leon, eagerly. 
** Name your price !" 

" Oh, it is a poor affair, compared to what Mr. Ser- 
ley could do," rejoined the artist. 

" You are piqued at my remarks," said Leon, apolo- 
getically ; " but recollect, I had not seen this when I 
made them. Come ! what do you say ?" 

" I will take two hundred dollars for it," answered 
Julian, carelessly, affecting to yawn. 

" I will take it," said Leon ; "here is your money ;" 
and advancing to the table, he drew out his pocket- 
book and began to unfold a roll of bank-notes. 

Julian started, dropped his book, and turned pale. 
He could hardly credit his senses. Until this moment, 
he did not suppose his visitor had the remotest in- 
tention of making a purchase; and he had named 
his price in a spirit of banter, simply to revenge 
himself on the other for his disparaging remarks. 
He would have gladly taken twenty, fifteen — ay, 
even ten— dollars for the painting — not because he 
thought such sum to be an equivalent — but because 
he was in need, and must have the money. And now 
he was to get two hundred! And even while he 
thought of the amount, with a swimming brain— for 
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to him, poor fellow, it seemed an inexhaustible fortune 
— ^the notes were placed in his hand, and his fingers 
dosed nervously upon them. Two hundred dollars ! 
It would keep him. in comfortable circumstances for 
a whole year ; and as tears of joy rushed to his eyes, 
he staggered to his feet, and stammered : 

*' Sir ! I beg your pardon, if I have seemed rude ! 
I did not think you — ^really, sir — excuse me — I thought 
you merely intended to vex and annoy me.*' 

"Ah! well, never mind!*' iinswered Leon; "we 
were each mistaken in the other. I thought you a 
poor artist, and you thought me a poor judge. This, 
however, is a gem, and I am pleased to be the owner 
of it, and am happy in rewarding merit. You say 
you painted it from memory ?" 

" About a year ago, sir, I met a young lady on the 
street, whose features, to the best of my recollection, 
were much like those you see there." 

" And you saw her only once ?" 

" Only once, sir !" 

" She must have made a strong impression upon 
your mind !" continued Leon, fixing his keen, black eyes 
upon those of the artist, as if to read his very soul. 

Julian colored, but answered frankly : 

"I was struck with her beauty — her almost un- 
earthly loveliness — I must admit. I am an ardent 
admirer of beauty, and she was the most beautiful 
being it has ever been my lot to behold." 

" By-the-by, sir, let us exchange names ! Mine is 
Leon Dupree — there is my card." 

" Mine is Julian St, Cloud, and, I regret to say, I 
have no card to ofier. Fortunately," ho added, with 
a faint smile, " poverty is not a crime, or I fear I 
might be looked upon as a great criminal." 
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^^No matter about the card/' returned Leon, pleas- 
antly ; ^' I shall not forget your name. St. Cloud ! 
Yes, I have remarked your name in passing — but am 
really indebted to a mistake for the pleasure of ma- 
king your* acquaintance. You are very young, Mr. 
St. Cloud." 

^^ Perhaps I am older than I seem : I am in my 
twenty-fourth year." 

'^ Quite young to have so much merit as an artist, 
Mr. St. Cloud/' smiled Leon. 

"Thank you for the compliment, Mr. Dupree." 

"You are an American, I think ?" 

"I was born in the State of New York. My 
grandfather was a native of France, but came to this 
country when a youDg man, and married an Ameri- 
can lady ; and my father, being only half French, and 
also marrying an American lady, leaves me but little 
French blood. I claim to be an American, and proud 
am I that I was born in the land gf liberty — ^in the 
land of Washington." 

" You are something of an enthusiast, I perceive, 
in respect to your birth-place," smiled Dupree ; " but 
that, if a fault, is certainly pardonable. I, as well as 
yourself, have French blood in my veins — ^my grand- 
father being also a native of France. Have you 
studied abroad?" 

" No, Mr. Dupree — ^what little I know, was gained 
in this country." 

" A trip to Florence might improve your talents, 
sir, which are of no inferior order." 

" I am too poor to make the trial,V said Julian, 
frankly, with an ingenuous smile. 

" But will not long be so, when once your merits 
shall have become known." 



THE ABTIST AND HIS VISITER. 71 

" Sir ! you are very kind — ^I should say, you are 
pleased to flatter me." 

" Not at all : I only accord you your deserts. 
How long have you been in this city T* 

** Some fifteen months." 

"And what success have you met with ?" 

" I have managed to live, by exercising rigid econ- 
omy ; but, I am sorry to add, I have done nothing 
more." 

" You are a single man ?" 

" I am, and stand alone in the world." 

« How so ?" 

"All my relatives here are dead;" and a tear 
glistened in the eye of the artist. 

"Ah, indeed ! I am interested in your history." 

" Thank you, sir, for your kindness. Pray be 
seated ! My history is soon told. My father was a 
farmer, but by no means wealthy. Four years ago, 
when the cholera was raging, he fell a victim to its 
ravages, and my mother did not long survive him. I 
was at a distant school when the first event took place, 
and returned home in time to close my beloved moth- 
er's eyes. I had no brother, nor sister, and the estate 
became mine — but it was mortgaged for half its value, 
and I was obliged to sell it to liquidate the outstand* 
mg debts. After all was settled, I found myself the 
possessor of some two hundred dollars ; and not know- 
ing better what to do, I went to New York city, and 
engaged as a clerk in a wholesale establishment. But 
my mind was not on my business ; I found myself con- 
tinually dwelling upon painting and poetry ; and so I 
soon left my place, and, with the little means I had^ 
engaged with a professional artist — agreeing to labor 



72 • THE artist's bride, 

for nothing, board myself, and pay him a certain sum, 
to give me such instructions as would enable me to set 
up for myself. I remained with my tutor till I found 
my means nearly exhausted, and then made a bold 
venture and came to this city, rented this apartment, 
and have resided here ever since. This is all, sir, of 
my past life that can be of any interest to you." 

" Of myself," observed Leon, " I may remark, 
without egotism or vanity, that I am highly connect- 
ed ; my father is quite wealthy ; I move in the higher 
circles ; and I think, by a few judicious words, I can 
put you in a fair way to make a fortune ; and I will 
add, Mr. St. Cloud, I shall take pleasure in doing 
so. 

" Thank you, Mr. Dupree — thank you, from my 
soul !" said Julian, his heart swelling, and his eyes fil- 
ling with tears, " I look upon it as a fortunate cir- 
cumstance — almost as a Providence, sir — that you 
made a mistake this morning and entered my humble 
studio ; for your appreciation of my humble abilities, 
and your kind words of encouragement, have brought 
more joy to my heart than I have known for years." 

" Oh, I have done nothing to what I will do !" said 
Leon, with an air of sincerity and frankness. He 
mused a moment, and resumed: '^May I ask a 
favor of you ?" 

"Anything, Mr. Dupree, in my power to grant." 

" It has just struck me that I should like to play a. 
joke with some of my friends, with your consent." 

" Any thing that will not compromit my honor," re- 
turned Julian. 

" Oh, not that, in the least, Mr. St. Cloud ! What I 
would like is, that, should you chance to see this beau. 
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dfol painting elsewhere, you will not mention to a soul 
(hat it is a work of your own." 

" Certainly, if you desire it," replied Julian, color- 
ing, and looking somewhat surprised. 

"I want to puzzle some of my friends a little," ex- 
plained Dupree, with a light laugh. 

" The painting is yours," rejoined the artist, " and 
I will not claim the execution without your con- 
sent." 

*^ Thank you, Mr. St. Cloud, and I will make it to 
your interest to oblige me. By-the-by," he added, as 
if struck with a new thought — though we, who read 
his dark mind, may explain, en passant ^ that his real 
design, through his whole conversation, was now about 
to be put in operation : — " By-the-by, Mr. St. Cloud, 
do you think you could paint another face from recol- 
lection, with as much accuracy as you have done 
this ?" 

" I really do not know," answered Julian, " but I 
think I could. I have a very retentive memory of the 
lineaments and expressions of the human countenance 
—especially if there is anything striking about it, and 
I happen to observe it closely." 

" Well, suppose I bring a lady here — as if by 
mistake, yoi^ understand — for it is no part of my 
plan to let her get an inkling of my purpose, (and I 
can mistake your studio for Serley's, as I really did 
this morning, you perceive) — suppose I bring a lady 
here, I say, and so manage it that you can have a few 
minutes' conversation with her — do you think you 
could paint her likeness, af'ter her departure, in the 
same style as this ?" 

"I think I could, Mr. Dupree." 
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" You are willing to try then V* 

" Certainly, sir." 

^' Well, then, be not surprised if I drop in upon 
you ere long, with the lady in question ; and if you 
Bucceed in the work, to my satisfaction, I will pay you 
the same price for the portrait as for the one I have 
just purchased.*' 

" Two hundred dollars ?'* exclaimed Julian, in sur- 
prise. 

" Ay, more, Mr. St. Cloud, if you think the com- 
pensation too little.'' 

" No, indeed, Mr. Dupree— it is a very liberal price 
for any work I may do." 

" But reniember — the picture must give entire sat- 
isfaction, and I am to be the judge !" 

'^ Certainly, sir ! and if I fail to suit, you are not 
to take it." 

" We are agreed then ?" 

" I will do my best, and I am at yoilr service." 

'' Enough!" said Leon, rising and proffering his 
gloved hand ; "you will have the original before you 
ere many days. But," he added, " I must exact a 
promise of you, that you will never betray my secret 
— as that would interfere with my purpose — and no 
one must look upon the painting but myself!" 

" I give you my word of honor, sir ! and will add, 
that, should the painting not suit you, I will destroy 
it." 

"Very good, sir ! we understand each other !" re- 
joined Leon, shaking the hand of the artist. " And 
now I will call upon Sefley. But what shall I do 
with this painting 7 I do not like to take it with me, 
in broad day-light." 
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" Allow me to take it home for you, sir ?" said Ju- 
lian. 

Leon Dupree mused a moment, and replied : 

" No, I would rather call for it about dark myself. 
Can I find you here at that time V* 

" I will be here, Mr. Dupree, to oblige you." 

" Will you be kind enough to cover up the painting, 
and be at the street door with it as the clock strikes 
eight ?" 

"I will, sir." 

"Thank yoU — you will find me punctual. Good 
morning, sir." 

" Good morning, Mr. Dupree." 

And as Leon Dupree disappeared from the studio 
of Julian St. Cloud, the artist turned back to his seat, 
sunk heavily upon it, and exclaimed, with tearful eyes : 

" Thank God, the day is dawning ! and the long 
night of gloom is passing away." 



CHAPTER VIL 

THB ORIGINAL OP THE PAINTING. 

. As the great town bell struck the hour of eight, 
Leon Dupree stopped at the entrance which led up to 
the studio of Julian St. Cloud. The artist was 
already at the door, with the painting in his hand. 

" You are punctual, Mr. Dupree," he sjiid, as he 
gave him the picture. 

" I always am, sir," returned Leon. 

" Shall I not take it home for you ?" 
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*' No, I thank you. I will see you again soon on 
what we were speaking about. Good evening !" 

And as Julian responded, Leon walked hastily down 
Chestnut street to Fourth, down Fourth for several 
squares, and paused at length in Churchyard Court, 
before the humble abode of Lionel and Villeta Lin- 
den. The outer door stood open ; and without dis- 
turbing the family who rented the lower part of the 
dwelling, he passed into a dark entry, and, ascending 
a flight of stairs, knocked lightly on the door of the 
only apartment occupied by the sick brother and his 
lovely sister. Villeta opened the door herself— but 
stepped back on perceiving her visitor, while the warm 
blood mounted to her temples. 

'Good evening, Miss Linden," said Leon, taking 
off his hat with an air of great respect and making a 
polite bow. " I really hope you will not look upon 
me as an intruder !** 

" Oh, certainly not, Mr, Warren," returned Vil- 
leta : " You are very welcome, sir ! Pray walk 
inr 

The apartment, as when we first described it to the 
reader, had an air of great neatness ; and Lionel, in a 
thin calico-wrapper, was seated in a chair, and reclin- 
ing against the bed, propped up with pillows. The 
table was before him, covered with its snowy cloth, 
and supporting the broken vase of fresh flowers, and 
the few books and writing materials before mentioned, 
and on the opposite side was the seat from which Vil- 
leta had just risen. The half-written page, facing her 
chair, with several pages of manuscript lying loosely 
on either side of it, with the pen carelessly laid down 
and yet wet with the ink — all denoted that Villeta had 
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been writing at the moment of Dupree's appearance 
at the door. 

" And how do you find yourself this evening, my 
friend ?" said Leon, as he advanced to Lionel and 
took his hand. 

" As well as I may ever expect to be, I thank you," 
answered Lionel, in his deep, hollow voice. 

" Oh, say not so ! You must not despair ! We shall 
see you about again, believe me. I had a long talk 
with Dr. Gregory about you, and he thinks he can 
effect a cure." 

" Oh, does he, indeed ?" cried Villeta, with awak- 
ened hope, as she proffered a chair to Dupree. ^'Pray 
be seated, sir." And with artless grace she took his 
hat and placed it on the lounge. ^^ Believe me," she 
continued, " we are very grateful for your kindness ; 
and I have been trying to persuade brother that he is 
really better since Dr. Gregory left his last prescrip- 
tion — but Lionel inclines to be gloomy and dejected." 

" We must cheer him up. Miss Linden," replied 
Dupree, with a winning smile, " and have him removed 
to better quarters. And, by-the-by, I know of a place 
that I think will suit you both. A widow lady, a dis- 
tant relative of mine, occupies a house in a quiet 
street ; and as she is living alone, I am almost cer- 
tain that a word from me will induce her to rent you 
d couple of rooms, with board, at a very reasonable 
price." 

^^ But we are too poor to make any chango for the 
better," said Lionel, gloomily. 

"Not so poor as you think," returned Dupree, 
glancing at the manuscripts on the table. " I am au- 
thorized to make you a reasonable offer, Miss Linden, 
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for your beautiful story. I advised you, when I was 
here last, to finish it, before turning your attention to 
anything else — and I am pleased to see you have been 
following my suggestion." 

"For the reason that I have had nothing bet- 
ter to do," rejoined Villeta, with a flush of hope and 
pride. 

" Well, I told you you should have no work from 
me till the completion of the story," pursued Leon, 
smiling ; " and I added, that if I could not succeed in 
disposing of it for you, you should not find you had 
labored in vain." 

"You were very kind, sir, indeed, I know," said 
Yilleta, in a grateful tone. 

"I sought to bo just," replied Dupree, with an air 
of frank, honest sincerity. " In the little I persuaded 
you to let me read on my first visit, I discovered 
merit of no common order, as I was frank enough to 
tell you ; and when, on my next visit, I perused the 
whole, as far as you had then written, I determined 
to take away the work I had brought, in order that 
you might be induced to finish it sooner than you 
otherwise would. Almost every one of your sex can 
use the needle — but very few, permit me to say, pos- 
sess genius of so high an order as yourself." 

"Really, Mr. Warren," said Villeta, with a glow- 
ing face, turning away to seat herself on the lounge 
by the window, "I must utter my solemn protest 
against such wholesale flattery." 

" Well, if you think I flatter," replied Leon, gaily, 
as he quietly rose and passed over to Villeta, " you 
will find, ere long, that I stepped not aside from truth 
to do so. Come, tell me when I can have the story?" 
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he continued, drawing aside the curtain, as if to look 
ont; *' for I hare already sold it." 

" Indeed !" cried ViUeta, looking up in sarprise. 
" Why, how could you sell it, Mr. Warren, before 
showing it ?" 

" By describing it to a friend of mine, vho is about 
to iasne a new monthly magazine. And so eager is he 
to secare it," he pursued, taking a seat by her side, 
" that he has commissiooed me to offer you fifty dollars 
for it, and pay you one half in advance." 

" Are you really in earnest, Mr. Warren V almost 
gasped ViUeta, sinking back on her seat, and ner- 
vously grasping the window casement. 

"Gome hither and see!" answered Dupree — who, 
aa we scarcely need inform the reader, had, for hia 
own purpose, assumed the name of Warren : " Come 
hither and see, Miss Linden !" he continued, passing 
over to the table, and placing a small roll of notes 
upon the half- written page. 

Villeta followed bim ; and as she gazed upon the 
money, and remembered how like a boon from Heaven 
it had come in her hour of greatest need, she turned 
away in silence, and wept tears of joy. 

" God bless you for this, air !" said the brother, in a 
tone of deep emotion, aa he reached out his thin, 
transparent hand, and clutched the notes with the 
nervous grasp of a miser. " We shall not starve, 
sweet sister!" he added, in an excited tone, as he 
eagerly counted the notes : "no, we shall not starve ! 
we" 

A sudden fit of coughing terminated the sentence, 
and nearly terminated his life. Villeta flew to his 
ude, and supported his weak frame till the fearfnl 
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crisis had passed ; when, with Leon's assistance, &lie 
laid him on the bed, completely exhausted, and pant- 
ing for breath. Then she sat down and fanned him 
till he fell asleep — which he did in less than half an 
hoar, with the money still tightly grasped in his 
hand. 

"Poor fellow!" she whispered, as she stole softly 
from his side ; " his emotions of joy were nigh proving 
fatal to all our hopes. And no wonder ! for our ex- 
treme poverty has brought us more than once to con- 
template starvation as a thing possible.'* 

"Great Heaven! are you indeed so reduced?" re- 
turned Dupree, in a tone of sympathy. " Oh, that 
I had known this before ! But it may not be too late 
to do something now, if you will be kind enough to 
receive it in the same spirit in which it is offered. 
Here !" he.continued, producing his pocket-book — "let 
me beg you to accept this !" 

"No, Mr. Warren,'' replied Villeta, coloring deeply 
— " we shall do well now, thank God ! The money 
we have already received, is to us a little fortune ; 
and though I put aside your noble, generous offer — 
believe me, sir, I shall never cease to remember your 
kindness with feelings of boundless gratitude." 

Her voice was low, and very tremulous ; and as 
she ceased speaking, she sunk down on the lounge, by 
the window, and gave way to tears. 

"Really, Miss Linden," said Leon, as he quietly 
seated himself by her side, " I feel that I have done 
nothing — and I would do everything for you /" The 
last words were said in a tone of so much meaning, 
that Villeta instantly looked up, with a startled air; 
and perceiving this, Dupree quickly added : " And for 
your noble brother also." 
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** And I can only return you the thanks of a grate- 
ful heart,*' replied Villeta, quietly. 

But the words were so uttered as to convey a mean- 
ing beyond what was spoken, should the listener be 
disposed to receive them in other than their literal 
sense : or, to clear them of all ambiguity, they sim- 
ply implied that the speaker was very grateful — but 
would be pained to have her gratitude mistaken for a 
more tender emotion — ^which was not, and could not 
be, excited by him who sat beside her. 

Leon Dupree was too great an adept in all the pe- 
culiar workings of a woman's heart, not to know ex- 
actly what was meant ; and that his conquest here, 
should he ever make one, would not be so easy as he 
had anticipated, froiti the frank, ingenuous manner of 
Villeta at their first and second interview — and, in 
fact, up to the present moment ; but though the blood 
quickened a little in his veins, and a very slight tinge 
might have been discovered on his cheek, his thin lips 
quietly curled with a smile of assurance, as he re- 
joined 'f 

" I ask no return, "except to stand well in your re- 
gard. But you did not tell me," he pursued, " when 
I may call for the manuscript of your beautiful 
story !" 

" I hope to be able to finish it to-morrow," answered 
Villeta, with an air of relief; " it is nearly completed. 
But reaUy, I fear it will not please your friend when 
he comes to peruse it. It is almost my first attempt 
at a continuous story, and a first attempt at anything 
is seldom successful." 

*' Very true," smiled Dupree ; "but I assure you, you 
have nothing to fear. I consider myself a pretty good 
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judge of such matters, and I know my friend's taste. 
At all events, I take it upon myself to. say, you shall 
have the balance of the money the moment it is com- 
pleted ; and a larger sum, if you think the offer is less 
than it should be." 

"Ob, no, indeed, Mr. Warren — I only fear you 
have offered more than it is worth." 

"Buyers rarely overbid," smiled Dupree; "so let 
that idea give you no uneasiness. By-the-by, may I 
inquire if you have as much taste for the fine-arts as 
for literature ?" 

" Oh, yes — I am passionately fond of painting and 
sculpture !" exclaimed Yilleta. 

" I am delighted to hear you say so — for I have 
something here on which I wish you to pass judg- 
ment," said Dupree. 

As he spoke, he took the painting from the other 
end of the lounge — where he had placed it on his en- 
trance — tore off the wrapper, and brought it, with the 
light, to Villeta. 

" Tell me what you think of it !" he said, as he 
held it up with one hand, and the light with the 
other. 

" Beautiful ! most beautiful ! exquisitely beautiful !" 
cried Yilleta, enthusiastically. 

"I am glad you like it." 

" It is the most perfect gem of art I ever beheld !" 
said Yilleta. 

" Because it is the likeness of the most beautiful 
being on the face of the earth," smiled Leon. 

" Is it indeed the likeness of one in mortal form ?" 
inquired Yilleta. " She is too beautiful for earth, 
and should never have been other than an angel." 
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It is not only the likeness of a human being— 
who is an angel, I grant you — but the likeness of one 
I deeply and devotedly love," said Dupree. 

"And may she prove as true as she is beautiful !*' 
returned Yilleta, as she rapturously gazed upon that 
sweet face, with its blue eyes and golden hair, looking 
out from a field so artistically done as to . convey the 
idea of suspension in the very depths of illimitable 
space. 

" That is my constant prayer !** rejoined Dupree, 
earnestly. 

" May I inquire who painted this ?" 

" The artist stands before you." 

" Touj Mr. Warren ?" exclaimed Villeta, in sur- 
prise. " Then, sir, I am happy to say I can return 
the compliment you were kind enough to pay me, and 
say you possess genius of a very high order." 

"I am an amateur, Miss Linden," said Dupree, 
with a bow to her eulogium; "but the subject in- 
spired me, and I drew and painted from memory." 

" Indeed, sir !" 

" Yes ! and do you not think the image of the ori- 
ginal must have been deeply impressed upon my 
mind, to enable me to be so accurate in lineament and 
expression ?" 

" Of its accuracy I cannot speak — having never 
seen the original — but of its loveliness and artistic 
finish I cannot speak too highly," replied Villeta. 

" Please to hold the painting for a moment," said 
Dupree. And as Villeta complied with his request, 
he turned, unhooked the small mirror which hung be- 
tween the windows, placed it before her, and said, with 
a smile : " Look on this picture, and on this !" 
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"What do you mean?" asked Villeta, quickly, her 
sweet features flushing crimson. 

" Please tell me which is the best mirror in 
which to behold the lovely countenance of the t)right 
being before me ?'* 

"Mr, Warren — ^sir — I—" stammered Villeta ; and 
immediately sunk back on the lounge, overwhelmed 
with confusion, and the painting slid from her hand 
to the floor. 

Leon quietly picked it up, put it on the stand, re- 
turned the mirror to its place, and set the light on the 
table ; and then going to the window, he drew aside 
the curtain, looked out a moment, and observed, in a 
very ordinary tone : 

"It is a delightful evening — the air is very ge- 
nial." 

Villeta did not reply, but remained silent for sev- 
eral minutes, with her face buried in her hands ; while 
Leon, keeping his place at the window, cast furtive 
glances at her from time to time, but made no further 
remark of any kind. 

At length she roused herself, as by a strong effort, 
and said, in a tone of some decision ; 

"Mr. Warren, this must not be!*' 

" What must not be. Miss Linden 7" he inquired, 
resuming his seat by her side. 

"You know to what I allude," replied Villeta, be- 
ginning to grow embarrassed. 

" If you mean that I presumed too much in putting 
your beautiful features on canvas, you speak too late, 
as the deed is already done. The picture can be des- 
troyed, however, if you can find any one with a heart 
hard enough for the task — ^but I would not harm i( 
for the world !" 
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'^ I do not mean that/' said Villeta. 

" If you mean, then, that I must not love you, you 
speak too late, for that too is already done. That love, 
like the picture, however, may be destroyed, if you 
can find any one base enough to take the life from my 
heart — but you surely will not expect me to put an 
end to my o?m existence V* 

^^ This is a strange subject to be introduced and dis- 
cussed between us at such a time and place, and under 
such circumstances, and after so brief an acquaint- 
ance," replied Villeta; " and it compels me to say what 
I would there had been no cause for my saying, as my 
words may give you pain. You came to me, and 
found me in deep distress, Mr. Warren; and your 
kind words, and deeds of kindness — and, not the least, 
the pecuniary aid you have been pleased this very 
evening to bestow in the way of compensation for my 
first literary effort — all have combined to fill my heart 
with the most grateful feelings ; and I would go far, 
and do much, to serve you in return ; but I am certain 
I can never regard you with warmer feelings than 
those of friendship and esteem.'' 

^^ And I shall never cease to love you with my whole 
soul !" rejoined Leon, passionately. 

^^It pains me to hear you say so!" said Villeta, 
sadly. 

^* Pray answer me a single question, without equivo- 
cation !" said Leon, earnestly. 

" I will try to do so." 

"Do you love another?" 

" You are the first that ever spoke to me of love." 

"Your answer is evasive. Miss Linden." 

Villeta paused, and again became embarrassed. Af- 
ter remaining silent a few moments, she rejoined : 
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" I will be frank with you — for your kindness to my 
poor brother and myself deserves it : I never saw but 
one being that excited an emotion in my breast to 
which I was a stranger, and I never saw him but once, 
and never expect to look upon him again/' 

" Yet you have thought of him daily ever since, and 
his image is now in your heart ?" said Leon, inqui- 
ringly. . 

" That I have remembered him as a something once 
seen, I will not deny — but if his image remains, it is 
rather as an ideality than a reality.'' 

"But if you were to see him again, it would return 
to a reality?" 

" I do not know — I never expect to see him again 
— ^let us change the subject !" replied Villeta, hastily. 
" Do you really think there is any chance for my bro- 
ther's recovery ?" 

" We will hope for the best. I am no physician 
— ^but I will consult Dr. Gregory again, and report to 
you." 

" And did he really speak encouragingly ?" 

" He did," replied Leon, telling a direct falsehood ; 
for the physician whom he had employed and sent 
hither, had really stated to him that Lionel could not 
survive many months, and might die suddenly, with 
hemorrhage of the lungs, at any moment ; but it was no 
part of his design to render Villeta sad and anxious 
concerning one so dear to her, at the very time when 
he wished to attract her whole attention to himself. 

" I pray God he may be successful ! though I have 
but little hope," said Villeta, sadly. "I am sure he 
could not survive many such turns as he had to-night." 

She arose as she spoke, went over to the bed, and 
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Btood and gazed upon her sick brother, till tears com- 
pletely dimmed her eyes. Then returning with a 
chair, she seated herself by the window, and said : 

^^ He sleeps still, and does not appear to suffer/' 

"It must be a lonely life you lead here !" observed 
Leon, in a tone of sympathy. 

"It is," sighed Villeta; " though I think I could 
bear ahnost any lot cheerfully, if my dear brother 
could only have his health once more." 

" And how long has he been ill?" 

" For more than a year." 

"And you have struggled along in your sorrow, 
battling with poverty?" 

" We have only recently been reduced to absolute 
want," replied Villeta. " We have all along had a 
few articles to dispose of, at a sacrifice ; but the last 
one, of any value, was parted with the very night you 
came to us, Mr. Warren; and your coming, at the 
moment you did, seemed like a providential interpo- 
sition in our favor." 

"Would to Heaven I could think it were so indeed !" 
said Leon. " But have you no friends, Miss Linden ? 
I mean besides myself — for whatever may be your 
feelings toward me, I assure you I shall ever be ready 
to serve you, and will never see you want again." 

" You are very, very kind !" returned the poor girl, 
with a gush of tears ; " and oh ! believe me, Mr. War- 
ren, my heart is full of gratitude, and I will ever daily 
pray G6d to bless and prosper you !" 

"I can ask no more," rejoined Leon, with a sigh, 
and speaking in a low, sad tone, " since you have no 
more to give. I had hoped it might be otherwise," 
he continued, racking the heart of the fair being be- 
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fore him with his melancholy cadence ; ^^ but, like many 
another, I must live on, and bear my sorrow in silence 
and in secret." 

" Oh, sir !" said Villeta — " if I have pained you, 
forgive me ! and believe me, the very fear that I have 
done so is painful to me — but it was necessary the 
words should be spoken." 

^^ I may at least be permitted to live on in the hope 
that in time they will be recalled !" said Loon. 

** You ask if we have friends," pursued Villeta, in 
a quick, excited tone. " We had friends, Mr. Warren, 
in times past — or at least we thought so^-but an un- 
fortunate circumstance, which you will probably re- 
member when I mention it, caused us to withdraw 
from society, and bury ourselves in seclusion ; and in 
a very short time — for so goes the world — we found 
ourselves alone in our sorrow." 

Villeta paused, turned aside her sweet face, and 
for more than a minute her emotions seemed to choke 
her utterance. 

" Pray proceed. Miss Linden !" said Dupree ; " for 
I am deeply interested in all that concerns you." 

"Do you remember" — resumed Villeta, making 'a 
strong effort to speak composedly : " Do you remem- 
ber, Mr. Warren, some five years since, of hearing of 
the sudden and mysterious disappearance of Eldridge 
Linden " 

"Cashier of the Bank, of this city?" inter- 
rupted Leon, with a start of surprise. 

" The same." 

" I do indeed remember all that was said of him at 
the time. I was then at Princeton College, and my 
father " He stopped suddenly, changed color. 
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grew confasedy and stammered out: '^ Yes, indeed — I 
— I — remember the circumstance — well." 

" Then of course you know he was accused of rob- 
bing the bank of a large amount ? some three or four 
hundred thousand dollars, I believe/' pursued Yilleta, 
in a choking voice. 

"Yes, yes — I know !" answered Leon, nervously. 

"It was a base, malignant slander !'' cried Yiileta, 
somewhat wildly, though smothering her voice, that it 
might not awaken her brother. " He was one of God's 
noblemen, and incapable of such an act ! and — and — 
God! sir — ^he was — my father T^ 

" You amaze me !" almost gasped Leon, sinking back 
against the wall, and turning deadly pale. 

" As if he, the best of fathers — the best of hus- 
bands — the best of citizens — an honest man, and a 
man of hpnor — whose soul was virtue's self — could be 
guilty of such a crime !*' sobbed Villeta. "No ! he 
was murdered, Mr. Warren — or drowned in crossing 
the river — but I do believe, on my soul, he was mur- 
dered, sir — and another robbed the bank, and made 
him the scape-goat of the crime ! and some day, in 
God's own good time, the truth will be made known ! 
and his name will be cleared of dishonor! and the 
guilty will suffer a terrible retribution !" 

As she said this, she fell to weeping and sobbing, 
as if her heart woidd break. Leon Dupree, as one 
half stupified, sat and gazed upoA her, for some time, 
without uttering a word. At length, rousing himself 
a little, as if he thought it necessary to loake some 
remark, he inquired : 

" Why do you think your father was either murdered 
or drowned. Miss Linden?" 
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^'Becausey sir, he never returned to us/' answered 
Villeta, drying her eyes. " We resided in Camden at 
that time ; and he not unfrequcntly crossed the Dela- 
ware late in the evening — being detained in the city 
here, after bank hours, on business of different kinds. 
He was seen, that fatal night, to enter a row boat ; 
but no one ever testified to seeing him afterward; 
and the boatmen — there were two of them — have 
never been discovered. They were doubtless ruffians 
in disguise ; and probably they murdered him ; and, 
it may be, robbed the bank themselves afterward — 
thinking the crime would be fixed upon him (as it was) 
and they escape without suspicion. God forbid, Mr. 
Warren, that I should suspect any without just cause ! 
for painfully have I known what it is to be under the 
ban of suspicion through one near and dear to me ; 
but it is not the least remarkable of coincidences, that 
the teller of the very bank my father was accused of 
robbing, though known to be far from rich at the 
time, should, within a year of that terrible event, 
retire from business, a man of acknowledged wealth." 
^ Leon turned very pale on hearing these words, and 
his spirit fairly quailed within him — but no one could 
have suspected his emotions from his voice, which he 
controlled with an iron will. 

" Let me see !" he said, in an ordinary tone : "the 
teller — what was his name ?*' 

" Basil Dupree !" replied Villeta. 

" Oh, yes — I remember now !" said Leon, quietly. 
And there was good reason why he should remember, 
for Basil Dupree was his own father. "But," he 
added, " it is well known he inherited his fortune from a 
relative who died in France, and that he went to 
France for it !" 
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"It was 80 said, and generally belieyed, I know," 
rejoined Villeta; "but still there were some who 
doubted. Far bo it from me, however, to bring so 
base an accusation against him ! If honestly ob- 
tained, let him enjoy his wealth ; and if not honestly 
obtained, I know it will prove a greater curse to him, 
and his posterity, than any I could or would inflict. 
I have heard, among other things, that he has a son 
who is a villain at heart, and who has already begun 
to squander his wealth in the vilest dissipation." 

"It is very warm here!" said Leon, rising and 
passing over to the other window. " I declare," he said, 
a minute after, looking at his watch, " it is past the 
hour at which I had promised to meet a friend. 
Really, how swiftly the time has flown ! I am most 
deeply interested in your sad history, Miss Linden, 
and sympathize with you from my yery soul ; but, in 
justice to others, I must defer hearing more till I see 
you again. I will call soon for the story, and pay you 
the remainder. Bid your noble brother good night 
for me ; and permit me to say to you, au revoir .'" • 

" Good night, Mr. Warren," said Villeta, lighting 
him down the stairs ; " and again permit me to return 
my grateful thanks for your kindness to both of us. 
Ah ! you are leaving your painting !" 

" Allow it to remain for the present — I wish your 
brother to see it ;" and touching his hat, and making 
a farewell obeisance, Leon Dupree issued from the 
humble dwelling into a cooler atmosphere. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

TWO VILLAINS MEET. 

As the great town bell struck the hour of eight — 
and at the very moment Leon Dupree was receiving 
his purchased painting from the hands of the artist — 
the figure of a man, bent with age, and slovenly attired, 
stopped before a large, splendid mansion in Walnut 
street. He stopped at the foot of the high marble 
steps that led up to the main entrance, and with a 
trembling hand took hold of the iron railing that ran 
down to the flags and enclosed a beautiful area. He 
raised his eyes to the lighted windows behind the 
lower balcony, glanced timidly at the rich lace-cur- 
tains which gently waved in the soft, summer breeze, 
and seemed to hesitate whether to ascend the steps or 
turn back. He stood a minute thus ; and then, as if 
his resolution had been taken suddenly and he feared 
it might change, he hobbled quickly up to the door 
and rang the bell. 

^^ I vash vants to shpeak mit Mishter Dupree," he 
said, to a dapper, sandy-haired, pompous-feeling 
livery servant, who answered his summons. . 

" Sure, an' if ye do, Misther Jew, what thin ?" was 
the impudent reply. 

'' I vash comes to shpeaks mit him, sauce-pox !" re- 
plied the Jew, angrily. 

" See here, now — if ye be afther calling mesilf 
names, I'll pitch ye down the steps, so I will !'' 
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'^ You yash tells your master dat Isaac Jacobs yash 
yants to shpeak mit him !" said our old acquaintance, 
the pawnbroker. 

"An' is it you, sure, the likes of him would look 
at, d'ye think, now ? Och ! git out wid your blather, 
now ! It's not any of your china, and old clothes, and 
the likes of thim, me masther wants to buy now — diyil 
a bit !" 

" You yash tells him dat Isaac Jacobs ish here, and 
yash yants to spheaks mit him, you sauce-pox ! or else, 
mine Got ! I yill tells him so ash he vash preaks every 
pone in your little tam pody — so helps me !" cried 
Isaac, straightening up his crooked form and looking 
perfectly fiendish. 

How much longer the altercation might haye con- 
tinued, had the two remained uninterrupted, we will 
not pretend to say ; but just as the Jew ceased speak- 
ing, and before the Irish servant had time for another 
impudent rejoinder, the vestibule door opened sud- 
denly, and the master of the house stood revealed to 
both. 

" What's the matter here, Patrick ?" demanded the 
master, in a quick, sharp tone. 

" Sure, sir," replied Patrick, humbly, looking both 
crestfallen and alarmed — "sure, sir, this ould Jew 
would be afther seein' yoursilf, sir ! and I was tilling 
him you be engaged, sir !" 

" It is von tam lies !" broke in the money-lender : 
" he vash insults me so much ash — " 

" Why, upon my honor," interrupted Dupree, " I 
do believe I see Mr. Jacobs, my late European corres- 
pondent !" 

He stepped hastily forward as he spoke — took old 
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Jacobs by the hand, as if to welcome him — and, at the 

88(me time, made a rapid sign, which the latter was not 

slo^ to, comprehend. 

[^ Yesh, I vash shust comes from der Europes, Mish- 
ter Dupree, and I vash fetch you mush news," replied 
Isaac, with a kind of childish chuckle at his own 
triumph and cordial reception, and at what he con- 
sidered the great shrewdness of his host. 

"Walk in, Mr. Jacobs; I know your news must be 
important; and as I am anxious to hear it, you will par- 
don me if I conduct you at once to my library !" said 
Dupree, blandly. Then turning to the servant — who was 
standing back, covered with shame and confusion at 
the idea of having made so gross a blunder, and fairly 
trembling at the thought of what might result from 
the displeasure of his master — he added, in a sharp, 
cutting tone : "Patrick, go below ! I will settle with 
you, shortly, for insulting a friend of mine." 

" Sure, sir — " began Patrick, turning deadly pale. 

"Go below, I say!*' interrupted Dupree, fiercely, 
stamping his foot. " Death and the devil, sir ! how 
dare you stop to aigue with me, sir?" 

Patrick disappeared quickly; and merely saying, 
"This way, Mr. Jacobs," Basil Dupree conducted the 
money-lender through a long hall, and up a spiral 
stairway, to a spacious apartment on the second floor, 
which contained a splendid collection of books, ar- 
^0 ranged around the walls in heavy mahogany cases. 

This room, called the library, was lighted, but con- 
tained little furniture save two or three tables and 
some half-a-dozen stuffed arm-chairs. Two windows 
looked out upon a beautiful side garden, and were 
open to admit the genial air ; but no sooner had Du- 
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pree entered with his guest, and locked the door, t^an 
he hastened to close the windows — though very geniifa 
that no one itiight hear him. This done, he drei^p 
a couple of chairs, facing each other, directly un^S^r a 
large astral-lamp ; and motioning the Jew to take one, 
he placed himself in the other, and for the first time 
looked keenly and searchingly into the repulsive fjace 
of his guest. 

As by this arrangement the light was made to shine 
clearly upon the features of two dark men — dark in 
thought and deed — we will embrace the opportunity, 
before the conversation opens, to describe in some 
degree the personal appearance of Basil Dupree. 

He was a man of some five-and-forty years of age, 
not above the medium height, but inclined to embon- 
point. His features were not handsome — nor were 
they decidedly ugly — but the general expression was 
shrewd. Cold, calculating, and sinister — perhaps we 
should say flinty. His face, cleanly shaved, was full 
and broad, with a Boman nose, and a large, sensual 
mouth, the corners of which were drawi) down in a 
manner expressive of decision, energy and boldness. 
His eyes, of a color between a gray and yellow, were 
large, full, and set widely apart ; and through them 
seemed to look a soul of iron — or a soul without one 
genial human feeling — the expression, even when mild- 
est, tending rather to excite aversion than sympathy, 
and freeze up the warmer nature of the beholder. ^m 

The forehead was broad, and very full at the base, but • 
not high. It appeared high at a casual glance, be- 
cause the head was bald to the crown, and the skin , 
had a smooth, oily look ; but a short distance abof e - . 
the iron-gray, semicircuUr eyebrows, it sloped, back 
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very suddenly. The hair, at the sides and back of the 
head was, scanty, and of an iron-gray hue ; and the com- 
plexion generally was a shade darker than that of the 
Anglo-Saxon. We would not be justified, perhaps, 
in saying there was a resemblance between the master 
of the house and his guest ; and yet, in some indescri- 
bable points, there was a something in one to remind 
you of the other ; but the Jew was old, wrinkled, 
withered, and parchment-skinned ; while Dupree was 
in the full vigor of manhood, stout, fresh and hale: 
both, however, seemed to lack all the better and no- 
bler traits of humanity. Thertf^Vas a great contrast 
in dress — for Dupree was richly attired, in a suit of 
black, with a shirt frill of the finest lace, and a snowy 
cravat neatly tied around his neck ; and the money- 
lender was appareled as we first described him, in a 
thread-bare suit, which seemed to have grown rusty 
with age. Of the character of Basil Dupree, the 
reader has probably already formed a pretty correct 
opinion^; and for the rest, our story, in its progress, 
- wiil*-disclose all we wish to make known. 

For the space of half a minute, Dupree sat in si- 
lence, scanning every lineament of the hideous being 
before him ; and then he said, in a cold, sharp, posi- 
tive tone : 

" Well, Mr. Jacobs, what in the d ^I's name 

brought you here to-night V* 

Isaac moved uneasily in his seat — for there was an 
eye upon him that made him feel unpleasant — and 
then seeming to muster courage, he replied : 

" I vash fetch you news, Mishter Dupree — I vash 
fetch you news : yesh — oh ! dpar me — I vash fetch 
you news, Mishter Dupree-^jtadcr Apraham knows 
dat.' • - 
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*' Well, speak out !" said that same cold, stern voice, 
while those same cold, penetrating eyes seemed look- 
ing down into the very depths of his dark soul. 

The Jew again moved uneasily, and glanced cau- 
tiously and searchingly about the apartment. 

" You need have no fear of any listener save my- 
self, old man/' observed Dupree ; " we are alone, and 
the walls are thick ; but speak low, and say the worst 
in the fewest words !** 

The pawnbroker bent forward his villanous face, 
and said, in a fearful whisper : 

'^ You vash r'eilSi|iibers Jack Guthrie, Mishter Du- 
pree ( 

^'Who?" demanded the host, growing somewhat 
pale. 

*' Jack Guthrie !" whispered the other. 

^' Jack Guthrie !" repeated Dupree, in a low, musing 
tone. '' No ! I do not remember the name." 

*^ Ploody Jack !" whispered Isaao again. 

"Ah !*' cried Dupree, with a start : " yes — I know 
whom you mean now-what of him ?" ' 

" And vash he not comes no times to shpeaks mit 
you?" 

"No — is he alive?" 

" I vish he vash so dead ash von carrion !" replied 
Isaac. 

" And is he alive ?" 

The Jew gave a doleful groan. 

" Ah ! Fader Apraham knows he ish alife, and pack 

from der tuyvel, curse him ! He vash comes to me, 

mit der middle of der nights, and makes me gif him 

so mush monish dat I vash vakes up not vort noting ; 

and den he vash conges agin, and makes me gif mush 
7 
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more monish, curse him ! and he vash tells me he vills 
keep on a coming ; and I must shee you and gets den 
dousand doUarsh — else he yill haf us poth mit ropes 
round our necks ! Oh, dear ! oh, dear ! Oh, mine 
Got ! vat a queer vorlds ! Nopody vash knows ven 
anypody ish safes !" 

^' Indeed I" said Dupree, growing a shade more pale, 
and setting his teeth hard. " I thought he was paid 
to go away and never come back." 

" Holy Fader Aipraham knows dat vash der acree- 
ment dat vash cost me so mush monish dat I vash lif 
mit dry pread and vater all der times he vash gone ; 
but yqu never vash gif noting ; and you vash gets so 
mush monish ash makes you von rich man all der 
times !*' 

" Silence, you old miserly fool !** said Dupree, com- 
pressing his lips. " It was a devilish plot of your 
own. You wanted the man out of the way for your 
own purpose : what that purpose was, you know best. 
I did my part for nothing ; and what I got afterward, 
I got alone, and took my risk in getting ; and neither 
you nor Bloody Jack have any claim on it. You 
hired him — and paid him, I suppose — and both should 
now be satisfied ; at least you have no right to call on 
me ; and if either of you attempt to extort money 
from me, take my word for it, you will find it a bad 
undertaking !" 

" Oh, dear ! oh, dear ! vat vills I do ? vat vills I do ?'* 
groaned Isaac Jacobs. " I ish von old man, ash ish 
vort noting put mine debts, mit two feets in der grave, 
and villa die pretty soon, 'fore long ; and he vash fix 
him on to me, and takes every ding, like one tarn 
plood suckers, and leafs me not so mush ash vills puy 
a pine cpfiin mitout der paint." 
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"Well, the coffin need not trouble you," replied 
Dupree, his features relaxing into a cold, sardonic 
smile. '^ So you live to reach the coffin in a decent 
manner, you need not concern yourself about the 
rest." 

" Put I vills starve to death pefore I vills die !" 
groaned Isaac. " Oh, der cood Lord ! oh, great, cood 
Moshes ! oh, mine Got ! vat for all dish vash comes to 
mineself ?'* 

" For being an honest man, doubtless," smiled the 
other — that same cold, sardonic smile. 

"Put, cood Mishter Dupree," said Isaac, in a 
pleading tone, " you haf got great deal of monish — 
and you vills pay dish leecher to go vay and never 
comes pack ?" 

" No — not a cent." 

" Den he vills hangs us poth !" groaned the pawn- 
broker ; " for I vash hafs no more for to safes mine 
life. " 

"In that case," said Dupree, musingly, and speak- 
ing in a low, determined tone, " the best plan is to 
take his." 

The Jew's eyes brightened. 

" Holy Apraham knows I vash vish him dead, and 
in Qehenna, to purn mit der rest !" he said, fiercely. 

" Then why don't you send him there ? I presume 
you have no religious scruples to overcome !" replied 
Dupree, his lips curling just sufficiently to show a white 
line of teeth. 

" Put I ish von old man, and veak ash der child — 
and he ish so strong ash twenty Isaac Jacobses. And 
den you shee, cood. Mishter Dupree, if he vash bangs 
me, you vash hangs mit me !" 
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"Would you betray me, you old- scoundrel?" re- 
joined Dupree, in a low, smothered tone, his eyes 
gleaming with a wicked* light. 

" Oh, no !" answered the money-lender, raising his 
hands in holy horror, at the bare thought of such 
monstrosity ; " put Ploody Jack vill !" 

"Ah, yes — I see !" said the other: "we are both 
involved, and must both come to the work. The vil- 
lain must die, that is certain ; but how ? and when ? 
and where ? What time does he visit you ?" 

" He vash comes mit der middle of der nights all 
der times," answered Isaac. 

" And when he comes again, could jon not shoot 
him for a burglar?" 

" If der pistols vash not co off and kills him dead, 
den he vash tells all ven der polishe vash comes." 

"Well, can you not poison him with wine?" 

" Put if he vash say, ' Trink first, mine friend *— 
and if I vash not trinks, he smells der rat — and if I 
vash trinks, I co dead mit him." 

" Well, I see I shall have to have a hand in the 
matter — for you are as great a coward as you are a 
villain !" rejoined Dupree, sneeringly. " Let me see ! 
Ah ! I have it ! The next time he comes to see you 
about money, tell him you hilve been to see me — which 
is the truth, by-the-by, and I hope it will not choke 
you on account of its rarity — and say that I will give 
hipi the money, if he will promise to go away and 
never appear in these parts again. Then appoint a 
certain night for him to come to your place, at a late 
hour, to get it — and I will be there and take measures 
to make it his last visit. But you must manage so as 
not to let him suspect a plot, or we shall have the 
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d 1 to pay ; and you must take care to have suflS- 

cient time to notify me, through the post office, by ad- 
dressing a letter to James Franklin, merely contain- 
ing the date and hour, without signature ; for if your 
ugly face is seen here again, people may grow suspi- 
cious of my honesty. Do you understand me ?*' 

" Oh, yesh — holy Apraham pe praised ! you ish von 
mans mit der millions !" said the Jew, with a look of 
admiration. 

" Remember, old man !" pursued the other, sternly 
— " you must address a note to James Franklin, con- 
taining merely the date and hour appointed for the 
meeting ; and you must drop this in the post office at 
least three days in advance of the time. Can you re- 
member this, and make no blunder ?'' 

" Mine Got ! yesh — I vash never forgets pusiness !" 
answered Isaac-; '^ I vash never forgets pusiness in 
mine lifes ; and dish — che ! che ! che ! — dish ish cood 
pusiness !*' 

" Stop your chuckling ; it gives me a chill ; it 
makes my flesh creep !" returned Dupree, with a 
shudder of disgust, as he drew back his chair. 
^^ Isaac Jacobs, if there is a hell hereafter, rest 
assured you will find the bottom of it." 

*^0h, no!" cried the pawnbroker, looking some- 
what frightened, and turning somewhat pale : ^' Holy 
Apraham vill takes care of me !" 

" Holy Abraham won't — nor anything else holy !" 
rejoined Dupree. "But no matter — ^go your way! 
I am no moralist — ^but a man of the world, who pre- 
fers to take care of this life, and let the hereafter — if 
there be any hereafter, which I do not believe — take 
care of itself. I will assist you in this affair — not 
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from any love I bear you, understand— but because 
my own life is in danger. And now, having settled 
this business, permit me to show you out, with a re- 
quest that you will never venture to cross my thresh- 
hold again. I risk my reputation by being seen in 
your company ; and you certainly need not seek to 
take from me what you could neither keep, nor use, 
nor sell — for what is a lamb's fleece to a craven 
wolf?" 

He rose, as he ceased speaking, and turned to un- 
lock the door — but the voice of the other arrested 
him. 

" Sthop !" said old Jacobs ; " I ish not half done 
mit mine pusiness. Ah ! ah ! you ish von very queer 
mans !" he continued, as Dupree faced round, with a 
cold, cynical look. "You ish so mush queer as 
never vash ! Ven you vash first comes to me, mit der 
chcwelry you.vash steal — " 

" Silence !*' cried Dupree, springing forward and 
grasping the arm of the money-lender with a grip 
like a vice. " You old reprobate !" he con- 
tinued, hissingly, in his ear — " if ever you dare to 
utter such words again, either here or elsewhere, I 
will cut your heart out, and feed buzzards on your 
carcass !" 

" I vash pegs den dousand pardonsh, if—'* 

" What is your business further ?" interrupted the 
other, harshly — "speak !" 

" I vash vants to shows you how you vash gets great 
deal of monish V* replied Isaac, humbly ; " put ash 
you likes not for to hear, I vills co pack to mine 
home and mine ped." 

"Go on!" said Dupree, releasing the arm of the 
Jew, and resuming bis seat in front of him. 
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" No ! I vills CO pack to mine home dish minute !" 
said the pawnbroker, obstinately, beginning to 
straighten up his old bones. 

" You will do no such thing !" returned Dupree, 
pushing him back in the chair with his foot. " If you 
know any plan for me to make money, I must hear it 
— for I need all I can get." 

" Put it vash von great secrets !" said Isaac, agair 
looking cautiously round, as if he feared there might 
be a listener concealed in the apartment. 

'* Go on, you old fool !** cried Dupree, angrily : 
" did I not tell you we were alone V 

*' Yesh, you tells me," replied Isaac ; " put der 
walls vash haf der ears." 

" Well, all these walls hear they keep to them- 
selves," sneered Dupree. 

" Put dare ish von key -holes !" pursued the cau- 
tious pawn broker, pointing to the door ; " and oh ! 
mine Got ! I vash dink I hears von shtep out dare." 

Dupree got up, unlocked the door quickly, and 
threw it open. Then, after looking around a moment, 
he closed it, locked it, and returned to his seat. 

"Go on!" he said, with a frown: "I would not 
have your old cowardly heart in my body for a mint 
of money !" 
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CHAPTER IX. 

PLOTTINa AND C UN T E R- P L OT T I N G . 

The Jew fumbled in an inner pocket of his coat, and 
at length drew forth a letter, which he silently reached 
toward the other, who almost snatched it from his 
hands, and eagerly perused it. 

*^ So,'' he said, when he had finished it, ^^ this seems 
to be important news. When did you receive this?" 

"I vash gets it yesterday,*' replied the money- 
lender. 

"And why did your correspondent write this to 
you ? what interest have you in the matter ?" 

" Yell, dat ish mine secrets*, ash I vill not tells to 
nopody." 

" Oh, very well," rejoined Dupree — " keep it to 
yourself then. But is this reliable intelligence ?" 

" Oh, yesh — ^you may swears it ish true." 

"Your correspondent says, that, by the recent 
death of one Thomas Ackland, the descendants of John 
Ackland are supposed to be the only legal heirs to an 
estate worth some three hundred thousand pounds 
sterling." 

" Shust so, mine friend — shust so !" rejoined Isaac, 
slowly rubbing his hands : " dat ish vat mine friend 
vash writes in der letters : yesh — shust so !" 

" Well, do you know that this same John Ackland 
— who, I have heard, died in Germany, a great many 
years ago — was the grandfather of my wife ?" 
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" Yesh, I vash kcows all dat !" said Isaac, with a 
peculiar grin. 

" Heavens !" said Dupree, in aorprise — ■" I never 
dreamed yoaknew anything of my family." 

" Yesh," chuckled the money-lender, " I vash knows 
dat you vash runs away mit Lucy Eldridge, vat vash 
der daughter of Mary Eldridge, vat vash der daughter 
of John Ackland, vat vash die toq time in Bremen." 

" Why, who the d 1 are you ?" cried Dupree, in 

amazement ; " and how came you to know all this ?" 

" And I vash knows dat John Ackland vash haf 
anoder daughter, dey vash calls Martha," pursued 
Isaac, with a grin ; " and Martha vash marry von 
Linden, and vash haf von son ash dey vash calls El- 
dridge Linden." 

" What !" cried Dupree, springing to his feet ; 
" was Eldridge Linden — whom I — whom we — curse 
it all ! you know what I mean — was he my wife's 
cousin ?" 

" ShuBt so — ^hnst so!" nodded Isaac. 

Dupree turned pale. 

'* And did you know this when — when — do matter 
— did you know this five years ago V 

" Yesh ! I vash knows it ven dey vash so little dat 
dey vash not shpeaks at all." 

"And why did you want me to do that act?" in- 
quired Dupree, quietly, resuming hie seat : ** why did 
you want that man out of the way V 

" Dat ish mine secrets, vat I vash not tells to no- 
pody I" answered Isaac. " Put ve vill shpeaks of der 
monisb now !" 

" Very well — I suppose yon have another cursed 
pTf^ in your head—- bat go on I I will listen !" 
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" Veil, if der Lindens vasli all pe dead — and dare 
ish von.lifs, and may pe dwo— dish monish vash all 
comes to your vifes and childs." 

" Indeed !" exclaimed Dupree : " you tell me what 
I did not know. Since you know so much of my wife's 
connections, I need make no secret of the. fact, that 
there were such objections to our marriage on the part 
of her parents and others, that, after that event, we 
hastened to leave England, and have never since had 
any correspondence with her relatives. Her father 
and mother I have heard are both dead ; but beyond 
this I know nothing ; and in fact never knew anything 
of her kinspeople — not even knowing that she had a 
cousin named Linden. I hav6 stated this frankly ; and ' 
now I wish to be inforjned if there are any heirs to 
this estate save those you have named V* 

"Dey ish all — so helps me !" replied Isaac. 

" Well, how many of these Lindens are living ? and 
where are they?" 

" Veil, dare may pe dwo — and dare may pe von— 
but I dink dat ish alls J' 

" Children of Eldridge Linden?" inquired Dupree. 

"Shust so, Mishter Dupree — shust so !" 

" But the mother ?" 

" She vash co dead von time." 

" And the grandparents ?" 

<<Dey vash co dead all !" grinned Isaac. 

" Indeed !" said Dupree, some dark thoughts be- 
ginning to play o£f from his scheming brain. " And 
where are these children ? Did you say there were 
two ?" 

^^ Veil, I vash say dare ish von, and may pe dare 
iah more ash von — ^I vash not knows ; and vare dey 
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yash lifs I vash not knows too ; put von gal vash oomes 
to me von times, mit her chewelrj, and I vash lend 
her monish ; and sometime she vills comes again ; and 
den I vills know more ash now vare she lifs all der 
times.*' 

" And your plan," said Dupree, quietly, " I suppose 
is to put them all out of the way ?" 

" Oh, no — it ish petter ash dab !" replied Isaac, 
who had no idea of removing the joint heirs of the 
Ackland estate, so that the wife of Dupree would 
come into full possession, without any corresponding 
benefit to him who was now plotting for gain before 
revenge. "No! it ish petter ash dat — very mush! 
You vash knows, Mishter Dupree, dat putting beoples 
out of der vay, vash very mush dangerous to der rope 
vat vash hangs beoples ; put if you vash broves dem 
no childs of der faders and der moders, den you shee 
dey vills not pe der heirs mit der court." 

"Ah ! I think I understand you !" returned the 
other : " you mean if these children (if there be two, 
that is — or, if not, say child) can be proved to be 
illegitimate, they cannot inherit according to law/' 

" Shust so ! shust so ! you vash gets vat I vash means 
ash von lawyer !*' grinned the pawnbroker. 

" Well, the next question is — can you prove them to 
be illegitimate V* 

"Veil, shpose I vash shtops dem from brove 
dey ever vash haf faders and moders?" inquired 
Isaac. 

" Well," said Dupree, smiling at the Jew's blunder, 
but answering to his meaning, " that would serve our 
purpose equally fls well." 

"Den vat you gifs ?" cried old Jacobs, with a gleam 
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of avarice playing over his dingy, cadaverous face, 
like an ignis-fatuus over a marsh-pond. 

" So," smiled Dupree,' " that is your game, is it ? I 
thought I should get your drift in time/' 

" Yesh," answered Isaac ; " if I vash fetch so mush 
monish to you, you vash pays me for mine droubles^ 
dat ish fair pargains!" 

" Certainly," returned the other — " that seems no 
more than fair." 

" Oh, yesh — der Lord vash knows it vash so fair ash 
never vash !" cried Isaac, excitedly. 

" But how will, you do this ?" asked Dupree. 

^^ Shpose I vash gets von marriage certificates, and 
dey vash gets no oder broofs ? and I vash gifs yoirdis 
marriage certificate, eh ?" 

*' But how do you know they have no other proof, 
even if you have the marriage certificate ?" 

^'Yell, steose it vash pe so?" returned Isaac. 

" Well, what then ?" 

"Den vat you gifs?" 

Dupree mused a moment, and replied : 

" I have not had time to think of this matter — ^Q(Mr 
do I know, only from what you say, that there is any 
property coming to my wife ; but should your state- 
ment turn out to be true — and I will take means to 
ascertain — and should it be in your power to divert 
the whole into her possession, I will agree to pay you 
handsomely." 

"Vat you gifs?" eagerly demanded the old miser. 

" How much do you want?" 

"Veil, Fader Apraham knows it vills pe great 
droables, and very mush risks !" said Isaac, seriously ; 
" Mci den I ish so mush poor — and you vills gets so 
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mush ash you can't owns it alls-^at I vash diqk you 
gifs mo fifty dousand doUarsh !'' 

"Very well," returned Dupree^to the utter amaze- 
ment and chagrin of old Jacobs, who expected to be 
beat down in his price, and now felt very angry with 
himself because he had not asked treble, or at least 
double, the amount named : '' Very well, Mr. Jacobs 
— ^if this property amoimts to what you say — and my 
wife gets all, instead of half, through any instrumen- 
tality of yours, no matter what — ^you shall have the 
fifty thousand dollars, in good, hard, substantial cur- 
rency ! So go to work as soon as you like." 

" Put you vill gifs more ash dat ?" said the Jew, 
anxiously. 

" More than you ask ? Umph ! not I. I never 
gave a man more than he asked in my life." 

"Veil," cried Isaac, rising, "I ish von little tam 
*fools ! and I vills co right pack to mine JMR^* ' 

" Very well," returned Dupree, " I will show you 
out with pleasure. As I observed before, you i^ed 
not trouble yourself to call here again — ifor a note to 
James Franklin will bring me to you, and then we can 
talk over our little affairs m quiet. Take care of your 
precious life !" he continued, ironically, unlocking the 
door, and leading the way down stairs ; " for you are 
an old man, and it will go hard with the community 
when it shall lose so valuable a member." 

Isaac did not reply ; but on reaching the front steps, 
he jerked out a short " Cood night !" and then hobbling 
down to the flags, he shuffled away, without looking 
back, as fast as age, stimulated by anger, would permit. 

When, soon after leaving Dupree, the Jew passed a 
•treet-lamp, the light gleamed upon a face more fiendish 
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than human — for in his black heart Avarice was 
battling with Revenge — and the terrible struggles of 
these hellish passions disturbed the external features 
to a frightful degree. He had been grossly insulted 
by a man whom, according to his view, he had faithfully 
served ; and he had himself insulted his own shrewd- 
ness and sagacity, by asking for his services a sum 
less than he might possibly have obtained. Had Du- 
pree stood out against his price, and offered him one 
fourth, or one half, of the amount, he would have felt 
much better satisfied — for to an avaricious mind, the 
next punishment to losing all, is that of obtaining its 
requirement without opposition — ^because the full sum 
is regarded as less than might have been realized, and 
argues a want of worldly shrewdness on the part of 
the receiver. All vices have their curses ; and Isaac 
Jacobs, being a mere human embodiment of com- 
pounded vices, cursed himself all the way home ; or 
rather, perhaps we should say, he cursed all the way 
home, but divided his imprecations between Dupree 
and himself. 

It will be remembered, that when the Jew first 
discovered the marriage certificate of Eldridge Linden 
and Ellen Courtney, he had been struck with the idea 
that this might possibly be of use to him, in carrying 
out his nefarious purpose against poor Villeta, whom 
he hated only for being a descendant of his detested 
sister Hagar — revenge with him^ even down to the 
last generation of that sister, being a sort of mono- 
mania ; and it had occurred to him that there might be 
property descending to the heirs oi John Ackland 
from Thomas Ackland, a wealthy brother who had 
never married ; but he was greatly surprised to receive 
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the intelligence of that brother*s death so soon after 
getting possession of what might now prove to be a 
most valuable document — ^first/ in blasting Yilleta — 
and secondly, in putting a large sum into his own 
coffers. He had received this letter from an English 
Jew, who had promised to keep him advised of every- 
thing connected with the Ackland family in that 
country ; and though he was probably among the first 
in America who had received this intelligence, yet he 
reasoned it would not be long ere a public inquiry 
through the press would be made for the legal descen- 
dants of Ackland, and he found himself in something 
of a quandary as to what he had better do first. At 
one time he had thought of finding Yilleta, and get- 
ting her, for a certain sum, to assign to him her right 
and title to any property to which she might chance 
to fall heir. But to this plan there were difficulties 
and objections. First, where was he to find her ? for 
he had neglected to inquire her place of residence on 
the night she pawned her jewelry, and since her 
father's death he had lost all trace of her family: 
secondly, she might have a brother — she had had a 
brother, he knew — and, if so, she would not be likely 
to act without consulting him ; there would be two to 
persuade, or purchase, instead of one ; and he of course 
would be likely to suspect something near the truth, 
and perhaps make troublesome inquiries, not only 
into this affair, but some others that would not be 
pleasant to reveal : and thirdly, the whole proceeding 
would doubtless be illegal when consummated. 

On further pondering the matter, another plan had 
at first seemed feasible — viz : to search for Villeta till 
found, and then make known to her her probable good 
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fortune, and ascertain if the marriage could be proved 
without the certificate ; and, if not, to only yield it to 
the highest bidder among the parties interested. But 
this scheme likewise had its objections— for it might 
readily be proved, through his own showing of the 
certificate, that there was in existence such a certifi- 
cate, and this of itself would destroy its value. So at 
last he had come to the conclusion to see Dupree-r 
both on this matter and on another of a troublesome 
nature — and the reader, by being present at that inter- 
view, is of course acquainted with all its details. 

It took old Jacobs about half an hour to reach his 
miserable-looking abode, which he had closed for the 
night before leaving ; and going round to the back en- 
trance, he knocked at the rear door ; which was pre- 
sently opened by a little German girl, of some ten or 
twelve years of age, whom he kept in his employ — or 
rather, we should say, whom he worked hard, abused 
often, and nearly starved from month to month and 
year to year. 

This poor child, in this old den — dirty, ragged, and 
governed by a harsh, unfeeling, miserly master — ^was 
very unfortunately situated : but she had no friends ; 
and those who might have pitied and relieved her, 
knew nothing of her. She was a native of Germany ; 
and some years ago had emigrated to this country, 
with her widowed mother, and an only brother — both 
of whom had died suddenly soon after reaching Phila- 
delphia. Alone — a stranger in a strange land, whose 
language she could not speak — without a relative or 
friend to care for her — without money, and only the 
clothes that were on her person — she one day wandered 
up South street, forlorn and wretched ; and, among 
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Other places, stepped into the shop of Isaac Jacobs, to 
beg for work, or a small pittance to keep her from 
starving. The old Jew, being a German by birth, 
could onderstand and couyerse vith her ; and having 
cheated somebody just before ber entrance, he chanced 
to be in a pleasant hnmor ; and learning she had no 
friends, he very magnanimoosly offered her a home for 
her servicee — he being in want of just such a person. 
She had lived vith' him Dearly four years, and been 
treated Torse than a dog; but she had borne his harsh 
naage vithont murmuring, because she bad supposed' 
herself to have no choice between ber present situation . 
and starvation. Her features, strongly German, were 
intelligent ; but hor flaxen hair floated around ber face 
and neck in tangled masses ; her face and hands were 
dirty ; her body was literally enveloped in rags ; and 
for years, except when she went oot in the aaow, her 
feet bad never entered a shoe. 

"Has anybody been here, Catharine ?" asked the 
Jew, harshly, as be shuffied in and locked the door. 

He spoke in German, which the reader will bear in 
mind we must render into better English than he could 
use. 

" Ko, sir," replied the child, in German also. 

" And what did you steal while 1 was away, yoa 
minx ?" 

" Nothing, sir." 

" I don't believe you ! I know yoa want to steal ; 
I know you do steal ; and just so soon as I catch you, I 
am going to kill you ! P'ye hear that ! D'ye hear 
that!" And without waiting for a reply, he added: 
*'Now clear out to bed ! Away with ye ! away with 
ye ! and if you're not up and at your sewing by break 
of day, rilgWhip your skin off! Clear out!" 
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" Please, sir," whined the poor girl, " give me a 
piece of bread ! only just a little piece — I'm so bun- 

The Jew had by this time got the door open into his 
sleeping apartment ; and having struck a light — for he 
had allowed Catharine no light in his absence, it being 
too expensive — ^he shuffled up to the poor girl, who 
stood trembling and waiting for her food, and struck 
her a dastardly blow, saying : 

" Clear out to bed, you fool ! there's bread for you, 
you glutton ! clear out to bed ! You had bread once 
to-day, and that's more than you earned." 

Catharine slunk away, crying, and ascended an old 
flight of creaking stairs, to a bundle of rags, which 
the pawnbroker was wont to dignify by the name of 
bed. Having seen her off, and sent after her some low 
muttered curses, the Jew turned into his own apart- 
ment, locked the door, counted over his money, and 
then re-examined the marriage certificate. 

While he sat looking at the latter, by the dim light 
of his lamp, and secretly cursing himself for having 
offered to dispose of it for a less ^um than he might 
have obtained, the thought suddenly occurred Jo him, 
that, by making a copy, he might retain the original ; 
and after getting the promised fifty thousand dollars 
of Duprce, he would still have it in his power to cheat 
the scoundrel out of half the estate, or compel him to 
pay him, Isaac Jacobs, his own price for the genuine 
document. This idea came with electric force upon 
the old miser, and he almost jumped from his seat, 
while his harsh, old features brightened, and his 
great, green, goggle eyes gleamed with new lustre. 

"Ah! ah! ah !— -che ! che! che !" he chuckled, 
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leaning back in his chair, and clapping his hands : 
" I'll have him yet ! I'll have him yet ! Catch old 
Isaac Jacobs asleep ! Get the better of a man who 
has seen ninety-and-five years, will he ? Beat me at 
my own game, eh ? This will be a glorious triumph ! 
che ! che ! che !" 

He sat, and planned, and chuckled, for some ten 
minutes longer ; and then, remembering it was expen- 
sive to do this in the light, he hastened to put away 
his papers and money, lock his safe, hide his keys, ex- 
tinguish his lamp, and turn into his old rag of a bed, 
where, for more than an hour, he lay awake, and 
thought, and planned, and prayed, and chuckled ; and 
then he fell asleep, to dream he was swimming in an 
ocean of gold. 



CHAPTER X. 



ANOTHER SCHEME. 



It was in no very enviable state of mind that Leon 
Dupree took leave of Villeta Linden, as recorded in a 
previous chapter. We pretend to have had some little 
experience in the workings of the human heart, and 
we have yet to learn that any individual has ever felt 
altogether pleased in hearing himself or herself spok- 
en of in disparaging terms, and more especially by 
one in whose estimation he or she would stand well. 
Leon had heard his father and himself mentioned in 
no very flattering language, by one who professed to 
esteem him in his assumed character; he had learned. 
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too, that Yilleta was the daughter of one whom he 
had heard his father, for reasons of his own, speak of 
as a bank-robber, and a villain of the blackest dye in 
every respect ; he had also found that his conquest of 
the heart of that daughter was not likely to be an 
easy one ; and without resorting to other, and perhaps 
compulsory means, his time, labor, and money might 
be thrown away entirely ; and therefore, in summing 
up the whole matter, he discovered nothing to place to 
his credit, and in consequence felt no little anger and 
chagrin. 

" Should she discover who I am," he muttered, as 
he hurried away up Fourth street, *' even her grati- 
tude might be turned into detestation, and then all 
my plans would certainly fail. It is well I gave an- 
other name, and concealed my own, or my design 
might have been thwarted in the outset ! By heavens ! 
she is very beautiful ! and the more I see of her, the 
more I am charmed ; and were she only wealthy 
Pshaw ! what am I thinking of? Would I, Leon Du- 
pree, wed the daughter of a bank-robber, even if she 
were an heiress of untold wealth ? What would the 
world say ? Pshaw ! Let me think of a better plan ! 
She must be mine, but in another sense. I would have 
her love, but not her hand. She thinks me a villain, 
does she ? Umph ! If I live; she may have cause to 
repeat her words, and then repent of them ; and then 
it may come my turn to say what I think of her 
family. There is an old adage, that those who live 
in glass houses should not throw stones. Well, well — 
we shall see ! we shall see !** 

And having uttered this, as one thinking aloud, he 
fell into a silent train of thought, and became absorbed 
in a scheme worthy of his own dark mind. 
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From Fourth street, Leon Dupree soon turned into 
a smaller and less frequented thoroughfare, which led 
down toward the river ; and after going a short dis- 
tance, he stopped before a small, genteel-looking dwell- 
ing, ascended a couple of steps, and rang the bell. A 
lady, about forty years of age — plainly, but richly 
dressed — of full, fair features, and rather prepossessing 
appearance— opened the door. 

"Good evening, Mrs. Leslie!** said Leon, politely; 
" you are the very person I wish to see. Pray favor 
me with a few minutes* private conversation !*' 

" Marie is in the parlor,*' she said in reply, after 
returning his salutation; "is it necessary that she 
should retire?'* 

" No, for we can pass up to your own room, and not 
disturb her. She is busy with the piano, I hear ; I 
have a little matter of business, and I will speak to 
her when I come down. Pray bring up a bottle of 
wine, Mrs. Leslie !'* he added, as he hurried through 
the entry, and up a flight of stairs at the other end, 
as one well acquainted with the house, and who felt he 
had a right to consider himself at home. 

He entered an elegant little boudoir on the second 
floor, took off his hat, ran his fingers through his curls, 
and quietly deposited himself in an easy chair. The 
room was richly carpeted, and furnished with exquisite 
taste ; and an astral lamp, standing on a dressing- 
bureau between the windows, threw a soft, mellow light 
over the whole. 

In a couple of minutes Mrs. Leslie joined him, 
bringing a silver waiter, containing a bottle of wine 
and a couple of glasses, which she placed upon a small 
table by his side ; then quietly drawing up a chair on 
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the opposite side, she seated herself so as to face him, 
and looked at him inquiringly. 

" Now I will wager a dozen bottles of this same 
good wine/* he said, laughing, [is he proceeded to fill 
the glasses, '' that you anticipate hearing something 
of a very serious, startling nature !" 

"You appear unusually excited, Mr. Dupree, I 
Inust confess !" returned Mrs. Leslie. 

" Well, I am not in the most humorous mood, it is 
true,'* replied Leon ; " but still you have no occasion 
for any alarm or anxiety. Here is your health, Mrs. 
Leslie — and may you live a thousand years !*' 

"I hope not!" rejoined the other, smiling, as she 
touched glasses with Leon. " Heaven knows we poor 
women get old and wrinkled enough in a hundred 
years ! and, for my part, I do not wish to outlive my 
beauty." 

She closed with a merry laugh. 

" Well, I believe you are right," said Leon, empty- 
ing his glass ; " for life without its charms would only 
be a living death. Pray let me correct my error !" he 
continued, filling his own glass again. " Here is to 
your beauty, Mrs. Leslie — may it never fade !" 

" Oh, you flatterer !" cried the other, merrily ; 
" now I know you have some scheme on hand, and 
want my assistance !" 

" Why do you think so, my dear Mrs. Leslie ?" 

" Because you are so anxious to put me in a good • 
humor before naming your business." 

" Fie on you now, for supposing I cannot be sin- 
cere in my admiration of your surpassing loveliness, 
without having some design to further !" said Leon, 
gaily. " I come on business, it is true—I told you aa 
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much to begin with — but you know I always have 
thought you remarkably handsome, even when I have 
had no favor to ask." ' • 

" Well, well-— never mind I" rejoined Mrs. Leslie, 
with a merry twinkle of her keen, dark eye. " Doubt- 
lessyou mean all you say, and much more of the same 
kind; but language, you know, has its limits, and can 
only express admiration to a certain degree. Pray 
honor me, sir, with your more weighty considera- 
tions." 

** I will, my dear madam," returned Leon, mechani- 
cally filling his glass for the third time. " You must 
knoWf then, to begin with, that I am in love." 

This was spoken seriously — but his fair, listener 
burst into a ringing laugh, and it was some moments 
ere she could control herself to reply. 

" Poor fellow !" she said, at length, with a most de- 
mure expression : " are you so indeed ? and for the 
hundredth time at that ! Ah ! what a constitution 
you have, Mr. Dupree, to be so subject to these at- 
tacks ! Beally now, you ought to find and consult 
some physician who can minister to a heart diseased ! 
Pray, sir, when were you first seized last ? and what 
headway has your malady ? and how is the state of 
your pulse now !" 

"Pshaw!" said Leon, impatiently; "give over 
this jesting, and be serious !" 

" Ah ! it is a very serious matter, I know," sighed 
the other, with mock gravity; "and you see I am 
already getting serious over it ! Pray, go on !" 

" Yes," resumed Leon, " I am in love, and I want 
your assistance in a harmless little plot of my own !" 

"Goon, sir!" 
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" You know, my dear madam, you have long been 
my confidential friend and adviser," proceeded the 
wily young man ; " and I think you have ever been 
discreet ; and I flatter myself I have made it to your 
interest to be so.'* 

" All true, sir !*' responded Mrs. Leslie. 

^' Well, madam, I shall now put you in possession 
of another secret^ which you must swear never to 
divulge to a livipg soul !*' 

" Why should I swear ?*' inquired the other. " If 
you have trusted me heretofore, and found me faith- 
ful to your interests, what right have you to suppose, 
for a moment, that I will betray you now V* 

" Ah, my dear Mrs. Leslie, do not construe my 
language literally !'' said Leon, quickly. ^'I simply 
meant to impress you with the importance of my 
secret, and used the term, ^ swear,' only in an emphatic 
sense. I know you will be close and discreet, and I 
know you will get your reward for being so. I will 
speak low, if you please — ^for my communication is 
for no ear but yours. Pray let me fill your glass !" 

" I thank you — no more !" said Mrs. Leslie ; 
" one glass is enough for my weak brain." 

" Kather say your active brain, my dear madam ! 
which needs no stimulus to render it quick to perceive, 
clear to understand, and strong to digest. For my- 
self, unfortunately, I need wine, to induce a proper 
intellectuality." ^ 

He tossed off the third glass, and resumed : 

^^You must know I have found a most beautiful 
creature, in needy circumstances, and have fallen des- 
perately in love with her. I have already assisted 
her pecuniarily, and she is very grateful; but her 
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gratitude, unfortunately, is the only emotion I have 
been able to excite. She does not love me in return, 
ind therefore " 

He paused, and Mrs. Leslie added : 

" You fear your generous purpose may not be con- 
summated !" 

Leon looked at her for a few moments, as if to 
read her secret thoughts, and be certain she was not 
speaking ironically ; but whatever those secret thoughts 
might have been, her calm, smiling features revealed 
nothing antagonistic to the language she had used. 
Leon appeared to be satisfied, and resumed : 

^^ She does not know me by my right name, and I 
have learned, this very night, that I should receive 
even less favor if she did. I am known to her as Mr. 
Warren ; and to me, as Mr. Warren, she not an hour 
since communicated the not very pleasing intelligence, 
that she looks upon my father with distrust and 
believes me to be a villain." 

"Which latter you know is not true," smiled the 
fair listener. 

" I at least know my suit in that quarter would be 
less likely to thrive, should she learn she had said this 
much to Leon Dupree himself." 

" Well," returned Mrs. Leslie, " if I am to bo 
your confidante in this affaire de cceuvy pray tell me 
the name of this fair damsel ? and where, in this great 
round world, is the sacred, though humble, spot of her 
abode ? and what I can do to assist a poor unfortunate 
lover like yourself?" 

" Well, as you are to be my confidante, my dear 
madam — and also, I trust, my assistant — I shall con- 
ceal nothing from you. Her name is Linden — ^Yilleta 
Linden. Ha ! why do you start ?" 
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" Start ?" repeated Mrs. Leslie, in a tone of sur 
prise : " I ? me, do you mean ?" 

" I do not m^an myself, surely." 

"But what do you mean?*' 

" I saw you start and change color when I men- 
tioned the name of Linden !'' rejoined Leon. 

" You must have been dreaming — or rather wink- 
ing, probably, my dear sir !" replied Mrs. Leslie, with 
a short, gay laugh. 

" How winking ?" asked Leon : " I do not under- 
stand you.*' 

" Why, yes, to be sure ! You winked, probably, 
which changed the light to your eyes, and thus you 
seemed to see a change in my features. Poh ! what 
nonsense ! Even if I did start, what of it ? I am 
not her lover, am I ? You do not fear me for a rival, 
do you ? Oh, what a jealous set of fellows you men 
are !" 

" But do you know this Villeta Linden ?" inquired 
Leon Dupree, who had been closely watching the face 
of his hostess, and knew she had started at the name 
when he mentioned it. 

" How should I know her ?" she parried. " Is she 
one I should be likely to know ? If so, why does she 
give you so much trouble to catch ?" 

Leon Dupree, as we have said of him on a previous 
occasion, was keen, shrewd, penetrating ; and, being a 
natural schemer, was not easily mastered at a game 
which he continually played himself — viz : duplicity. 
He saw, or fancied he saw, there was something which 
his companion wished to conceal ; and this something, 
which he readily connected with the name of Villeta, 
might be of importance to him, or it might not — he 
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could only tell by knowing what it was — and there- 
fore he was very eager to get at the secret. Being 
himself guilty of all kinds of deception, he, as a mat- 
ter of course, was naturally suspicious of all others ; 
and his suspicions once excited, on any matter con- 
nected with himself, rendered him very uneasy, until 
such time as he could get a full and satisfactory ex- 
planation, or completely fortify himself against a cov- 
ert and counter design. Therefore the evasive answers 
of Mrs. Leslie to his questions, annoyed and irritated 
him much more than he chose to have appear, and much 
more than she had reason to suppose ; and hence, to 
her last reply, he very gravely and seriously re- 
joined : 

" Mrs. Leslie, if I am to make you my confidante, 
I must be your confident in return. If you are not 
prepared and willing for this, I shall not trouble you 
with any further conversation to-night, and, for tho 
future, we will consider our interests divided." 

" Why, what would you have, Mr. Dupree ?" she 
said, turning slightly pale, and for the first time look- 
ing serious and troubled. 

" I would have a direct answer to any question I 
choose to propound !'* said Leon, sternly. " I was not 
dreaming — neither was I winking^ as you so facetious- 
ly afiect to suppose — when I mentioned the name of 
Yilleta Linden; and I c?t(2 see you. start and change 
countenance when that name first passed my lips. 
Pray explain !** 

^' I have no explanation to offer, sir ! If I changed 
countenance, as you say, I am not aware of it — and 
certainly I had no cause for doing so." 

"But why did you evade my direct questions?*' 
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" Why, you were jesting, were you not ?" 

"No, madam — I was not jesting." 

"You seem serious enough now, at all events." 

" I am serious, I assure you." 

"Well, are you satisfied with the explanation, that 
I have no explanation to offer ?" 

" Not altogether, madam. Please answer me this, 
without equivocation ! Do you know Yilleta Lin- 
den ?" 

" I do not, sir !" 

" Did you ever see her ?" 

" Not to my knowledge." 

"Is the name of Linden familiar to you?*' 

"I have certainly heard the name before." 

"Do you know any one of that name?" 

" I do not, sir." 

" And where did you hear that name mentioned ?" 

" If I am not mistaken, it is the name of an indi- 
vidual who was accused, some years ago, of robbing a 
bank, and absconding with the money." 

While asking these questions, Leon Dupree kept his 
dark, piercing eyes riveted upon the features of Mrs. 
Leslie ; but seeing not the slightest change in the ex- 
pression of her countenance, he at last appeared to be- 
come satisfied that there was no good cause for his 
suspicions; and accordingly replied, in a different 
tone: 

"I was wrong, my dear madam, I see — and I crave 
your pardon !" 

" Granted, sir, with all my heart !" said Mrs. Les- 
lie, with a feeling of relief. 

" You are right, Mrs. Leslie — the name of Linden 
was, some years ago, conspicuous in the papers as a 
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bank-robber — and that bank-robber was the father of 
this ViUeta." 

" Indeed, sir !" 

" I did not know it until this evening, or I might 
have guarded myself against making the acquaintance 
of the daughter, though she is evidently not to blame 
for her father's deeds." 

^' And is it your intention to continue this acquaint- 
ance, Mr. Dupree ?" inquired the other. 

" Why, I am in love with the surpassing beauty of 
the girl, and I can see no harm in pursuing my plea- 
sure, so that the affair is kept perfectly secret. Deuce 
take it, my dear madam, a man cannot always select 
beauty for his pleasure, and have all the antecedents 
to his liking ! I am known to the girl as a Mr. War- 
ren — no one, save yourself, knows anything of the 
matter — ^you are not going to expose me — lam not 
going to marry her — and so, for the rest, what need I 
care?" 

" But in what way do you want my assistance V* 

^^ Ah ! that is the point, after all. You must know 
that this girl is living not far from you, in a 
miserable old building, which stands in Churchyard 
Court. She occupies a single room on the second 
floor, with an only brother, who is almost gone with 
consumption. They are very poor, and are now in 
fact living on my bounty. The girl is not only su- 
premely beautiful^ but is well educated — has a refined 
taste — is fond of the fine arts, and has literary talent 
of no inferior order. In fact, she is now engaged in 
writing a very pretty story, which I have purchased, 
and partly paid for— ostensibly for a friend, who is 
about to start a magazine — but in reality, between you 
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and me, Mrs. Leslie, merely to give her some money 
in a way not to wound her deKcately sensitive nature. 
Now I want them to get into better quarters — Villeta 
at least — where I shall not be ashamed to visit her ; 
and where, through the assistance of one of her sex, 
my suit may be made to thrive. She is very grateful 
for what I have done — but I am not her beau ideal — 
and so, as matters stand, I can make no progress. By 
having her removed and placed under your care, 
where a good word will be spoken for me whenever 
needed, I shall doubtless succeed admirably. Do you 
understand me?*' 

" But Marie, Mr. Dupree — ^what of her ?" 

^^ I have thought of that, too. She must take a 
trip into the country. Go to the sea-shore, for in- 
stance — or to the mountains — for the summer season. 
She will be delighted with the ciiange — especially if so 
managed that she does not suspect anything, and she 
is led to suppose it is purely for her benefit and my 
care for her health. Once out of the way, and this 
Villeta installed in her place, and I will manage to do 
without her." 

" Your scheme is a bold one, Mr. Dupree !" said 
Mrs. Leslie, in a quiet tone, that did in no manner 
betray her real opinion of the author. 

" You know I delight in something bold and novel; 
my dear madam !" smiled the young villain. " Any- 
thing to kill time, and destroy ennui ! I am never so 
happy as when engaged in an exciting intrigue, which 
is really the spice of life. Come ! let us drink to suc- 
cess 1" and he refilled the two empty glasses. 

" But what will you do with the brother?" inquired 
Mrs. Leslie, concealing the feeling of disgust, which 
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she now, for almost the first time, experienced toward 
the man who was seeking to make a tool of her to 
carry out a most wicked and infamous design. 

" He will die Boon /'* said Leon, quietly. 

"You do not know that — consumptive persons 
sometimes linger a long time beyond the anticipations 
of even their physicians." 

"Well," said Leon — who had another dark plan in 
his mind, which was not to be revealed to any one — . 
" what I have proposed, is of course in the event of 
his death taking place within a month ; and I hardly 
think he will survive longer than a months, at the far- 
thest. My first idea was to have him removed here 
also — ^but, on second consideration, I think it will be 
better to wait a short time, and see how his disease 
progresses." 

" But how do you propose to get the consent of this 
girl, Villeta, to come and live with me ? for she must 
come of her own free will." 

"That can be easily managed, I think," replied 
Leon. " Villeta has no relative — in this part of the 
world at least — except her brother ; and no friends, as 
she herself informed me ; for after the disappearance 
of her father, the family retired into seclusion, and 
dropped all their acquaintances who did not drop 
them. Now my plan is this : I have already spoken to 
her about moving into better quarters ; and the moment 
she has the means, she will bo ready to do so ; and 
the means I will supply, by purchasing her literary 
articles at a high figure. You are a widow, dis- 
tantly related to me — to me, Henry Warren, you un- 
derstand — and are living alone, and want a compan- 
ion ; and you will call, on her at my request, and hold 
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out such inducements to her to make he'r home with 
you till she can get better situated, that she, alone 
and friendless as she is, (or will be, I should say, when 
she buries her brother,) will not be able to resist. 
My plan, ypu see, is simple, and I think feasible — 
what think you ?" 

^^It appears to be easy of execution,'' said Mrs. 
Leslie. 

"It is,", returned young Dupree, with considerable 
elation, as he drank off his wine ; " and for your part 
in the affair, I expect to pay handsomely. You have 
never had any reason to complain of me so far — eh I 
my dear madam?'' 

" I have always found you very generous when it 
has come to payment," returned the other. 

"And you always will, Mrs.' Leslie — ^you always 
will. But remember ! we must be very careful of our 
secret ! Marie must get no inkling of the matter ; for 
she will be the devil to deal with, if once we arouse 
her jealousy ; and then Yilleta must know me only as 
Henry Warren ; for my real name, once unguardedly 
spoken, would play the deuce in that quarter too ! 
Forethought and discretion are only required to render 
my plan effective." 

" Have no fear of me, Mr. Dupree !" 

" I have none, my dear madam, or I should not 
have trusted you with my secret ; and you, believe me, 
are the only one of your sex I would trust with any 
matter of importance. Is all now settled to your satis- 
faction?" 

"I can think of nothing further," replied Mrs. 
Leslie — "except to inquire when I am to begin to 
play my part ?" 
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" Of that I will inform ;oa in good time," rejoined 
Leon, rising, and once more filling his glass. " Come 1" 
he said, pointing to her own glass, vhich stood antasted 
— " yon must venture to drink to our success ; and 
then, after a word with mj pretty Marie, I will take 
my leave, as I have another engagement for to-night." 

The glasses were touched — Leon drained his— and 
then both hoBtesa and guest descended to the parlor. 



CHAPTER XL 

THE VICTIM 0? A VILLAIN. 

This parlor, though small, was elegantly and ex- 
quisitely furnished, and Leon Dupree had provided the 
means. All in it — we might almost include the host- 
ess and the fairj-Iike being who sat at the large, rose- 
wood piano, with her soft, white, tapering fingers 
gliding over the ivory keys, and producing sweet sounds 
— belonged to him. Their taste had selected, and fais 
money had paid for all; and they themselves were 
'little better than his slaves — for they depended on 
him, and his money supplied their wants. He was 
emphatically the lord of thie dwelling ; and now, as be 
proudly ran his eye over each glittering object, from 
floor to ceiling, and wall to wall, he felt he could ex- 
claim, with Selkirk of the lonely isle : 

" I am monarch of all I survey !" 

Marie Souloni, the fairy-like being referred to, waa 
the daughter of a French exile, who had died in Phila- 
delphia about nine months prior to the opening of our 



I 
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story, leaving her almost penniless and friendless — 
for her mother had died years before, and all her rel- 
atives, none very near akin, were in her native coun- 
try. She had been idolized by her father, had 
received a good education, and was well skilled in 
music, dancing, and drawing, and those minor accom- 
plishments which render a young lady especially 
attractive in the drawing-room. Her father had at 
one time been a man of wealth — and had even taken 
into exile sufficient means to support himself in com- 
fortable circumstances up to the period of his death ; 
but after defraying his funeral expenses, Marie had 
found herself the possessor of less than a hundred dol- 
lars. She was at this period just turned of seventeen 
—a blooming, beautiful girl — with a good education, 
refined tastes, and fascinating manners — but without 
means to continue living in the style to which she had 
been accustomed. It became necessary, therefore, for 
her to find employment ; and after one or two vain 
attempts to procure a situation as teacher of music, or 
drawing, she finally accepted an offer made her by a 
fashionable milliner, to take a situation in her estab- 
lishment as a sort of appreatice to the business* 
Madame Chevenceau, the proprietress of this estab- * 
lishment, was a handsome woman of thirty, without 
any moral principle, who used her business as a cloak 
to cover infamy, and who was never known to have in 
her employ any but young and pretty girls. It was, 
in fact, the rare beauty of Marie Souloni, which 
gained her a situation under the eye of one who 
sought only to dispose of her charms to the highest 
bidder ; and those who know anything of the world, 
will readily anticipate what followed. 
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Here, among other gay, disolute, young spend- 
thrifts, Marie first became acquainted with Leon Du- 
pree. He professed love, and she did love ; he had 
wealth, and she was fond of splendor ; he vowed eter- 
nal constancy, and she believed him. In short, 
young, dazzled, unprotected, lured, and loving, her 
moral nature gave way, and she became his victim — 
but under a solemn promise of marriage at a no 
distant day. 

From the establishment of Madame Ghevenceau, 
as soon as room could be made for her by the removal 
of a previous victim, she was conducted to the elegant 
little dwelling of Mrs. Leslie, where we now find her, 
and where she had resided for some months, unsus- 
pecting, contented, and even happy — for she was 
surrounded by every luxury that heart could desire — 
was treated as a superior rather than an equal — and, 
above all, had the full faith of a young, loving, trust- 
ing, confiding girl, that the solemn promises of her 
treacherous seducer would be redeemed. Of Mrs. 
Leslie herself, we have something to reveal, but not 
in this connection. 

We have said that Marie Souloni was beautiful ; but 
perhaps exceedingly, or exquisitely pretty, would be the 
better term. She was small, delicately formed, but a 
perfect model of proportion. Her figure was straight — 
her bu^t full and round — her limbs plump, and of an 
ivory polish — and every movement and attitude was a 
study for an artist, so perfect was each in natural ease 
and grace. Her features, too, were full of vivacious 
animation — with a straight, Grecian nose — a small, 
pretty mouth — white, pearly teeth — dark, sparkling 
eyes — arching brows — and a smooth, polished fore- 
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head, from ivhicli her raven hair was combed back 
and neatly arranged upon the crown and back portion 
of her head. She was modestly and elegantly 
dressed ; and in the adornment of her person, she in 
every respect displayed the taste of a lady of high 
breeding. Her complexion was about the shade of 
an Anglo-Saxon brunette. 

On perceiving Leon, when he entered the parlor 
with Mrs. Leslie, Marie immediately bounded up from 
the piano, clapped her little hands for joy, and, with a 
kind of childish naivetSj ran forward to greet him, 
throwing her arms unreservedly about his neck, and 
saluting him in a most affectionate, if not passionate, 
manner. 

" Oh! mon cher amiT she cried, delightedly — "I 
am so glad you have come — for you know/e vovsaime 
— do you not now, dear Leon ?** 

" Yes, my darling," returned Leon, throwing his 
arm fondly around his poor, deluded victim ; " I know 
you love me, sweet Marie — but not more than I love 
you." 

" You make me very happy !" rejoined Marie. 
^^ But where have you been so long ? My heart has 
been sad because you have not been near me for many 
abonjour.** 

'' I had some business which detained me, dear 
Marie." 

" I was afraid you were sick ! You must not stay 
away so long again !' 

"Even now my stay must bo short," returned Leon 
— " for I have an engagement to fulfill this very night 
— and only came, that I might put your mind at 



ease/' 
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^^ Ah ! must you leave me again so soon ?" said 
Marie, a shade of sadness passing over her pretty 
face. 

*^ I do not like to leave you so soon, dear Marie, but 
I have no choice/' replied Leon. 

^^Tou look troubled, my Leon !" pursued Marie, as 
she riveted her dark eyes upon his face. 

« I did not know it." 

^^ Has anything happened, dear Leon, to trouble 
you?*' she quickly demanded, with an expression of 
uneasiness. 

"Nothing that need trouble you, Marie." 

"But your troubles are my troubles !" she rejoined, 
with increased anxiety. ^^ Oh ! come — sit down and 
tell your little Marie all about it !'^ 

" Not to-night, my angel." 

" You do not love me then !" she returned, pouting 
her pretty lips. 

" You have no right to say that, Marie !" he re- 
plied, reproachfully. 

" Oh ! no, my Leon— I was only in jest. But you 
will tell me now — ^will you not ?" 

" I will tell you of a pleasant surprise I have for 
you," he answered, seating himself upon a plush-sofa, 
and drawing her fondly to him — ^while Mrs. Leslie, at 
a sign from hiib, quietly withdrew. 

" Oh ! yes — pleasant surprises are so delightful !" 
cried Marie, joyously, again clapping her hands. 
" Come, Leon — ^what is it ?" 

" No less than a delightful trip to the sea-shore for 
you, to remain during the hot season." 

" With you, my Leon V" 

^* Why, I fear I shall be compelled to remain in the 
city." 
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" Then I will remain," said Marie. " What care I 
for the sea-shore, if you are not there ? You are all 
the world to me. Where you are, is happiness — where 
you are not, is misery." 

This answer did not please the dark schemer, for he 
saw it would not be an easy matter to get rid of her 
without awakening her suspicions of a sinister design ; 
and once let her suspicions be aroused, there was a fire 
of passion, and a strength of will, in her ardent French 
nature, that might prove troublesome, to say the least. 
He thought rapidly, and replied : 

" You will have to be without me, even here, I fear, 
my sweet Marie !" 

" How so ?'* she quickly demanded. 

" Why, my father has some, business in the West, 
in an unsettled state, and will send me to see to it." 

" But you just said you were going to remain in the 
city!" rejoined Marie. 

Leon colored, for he saw he had caught himself, but 
quickly replied : 

<' I said that to put your mind at ease, dearest." 

"Said which?" 

" That I should remain in town — for the truth is, I 
did not wish to render you uneasy." 

" Let me go with you !" 

"No ! that cannot be, Marie." 

"And why do you wish me to go to the sea-shore?" 

" Because you will find it very pleasant there, and 
more healthy than here." 

"I will not go without you my Leon! I should 
be unhappy among strangers ; I will stay here till you 
return ; but I shall be very sad, wherever I am." 

" Suppose you go with me a short distance ! and 
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then we shall not be bo long parted !" said Dupree, as 
a new plan rapidly formed itself in his mind. 

" Where shall I go ?" 

^^ Accompany me to the mountains." 

" What mountains ?" 

« The Alleghanies." 

" And what then ?" 

^^ I will place you in delightful quarters, among the 
beauties of nature, and the time will not seem long till 
I return to you." 

"Ah! Leon," sighed Marie — "you do not love as 
Hove!" " . 

" Why do you think so ?" 

" Because you- say the time will not seem long till 
you return. If every day was an age, you would not 
say so." V "^ 

" And do you then love me so exceedingly, dear 
Marie ?" inquired Leon, playfully, feeling quite flat- 
tered 

" Do you doubt it ?" 

" I would not, for it makes me happy." 

"And your happiness is mine," rejoined the young 
girl, fondly : " therefore, in making you happy, I make 
myself happy — in loving you, I love myself." 

" It will be hard to par.t from you, Marie, for even 
a brief season !" pursued Leon, playing with her dark 
hair ; " but I can only take you with me the distance 
I have named ; and if you would add to my happiness, 
you must accede to my wishes." 

" But why not let me remain here with Mrs. Leslie ? 
She is very kind — and I shall feel lonely among 
strangers." 

"You must have a reason for everything!" re- 



136 THE abtist's bbide. 

turned Leon, somewhat petulantly — "is that love? 
I thought love was trusting, confiding, self-sacri- 
ficing !" 

" Tou may add, jealous and exacting,'' said Marie. 

"I have told you why I do not wish you to remain 
here, Marie !" continued Leon. 

" I do not remember it." 

" Your memory is short. Did I not say you would 
find it more pleasant and healthy elsewhere ? and it is 
for your pleasure and health I am solicitous. And 
then, if you must know all, I confess I am a little 
jealous." 

" Jealous ! of me ? of your own little Marie ?" ex- 
claimed the girl, in a tone of surprise. 

" And that proves I love, by your own words, my 
pretty one!" smiled Leon; "for you just now said 
truly, that love is jealous and exacting." 

" But you have no cause to be jealous of me, Leon !" 
pouted Marie. 

" No ! but I might have, were I to leave you alone, 
for any considerable time, in this great city of temp- 
tations." 

" Then why not make me your wife at once, and 
put me under the surveillance of your friends and 
relations." 

"All in good time, Marie — I am not yet ready." 

" But you will fulfil your promise ?" 

" Do you doubt me ?" 

" Of late I have had fears." 

"Why of late?" 

" You come less frequently, and seem colder." 

" Fancy — mere fancy, Marie ! True, I have not 
been to see you for some days, because I have been 
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detldned away by business, as I said ; and even now I 
am compelled to leave you, in order to settle some 
matters which must be arranged prior to my depart- 
ure for the West." 

"But will not to-morrow answer your purpose?" 

" No ! I must see a certain party to-night. Why, 
deuce take it ! (looking at his watch,) it is now the hour 
of my appointment. Really, I must be going !" 

"Leon!" said Marie, starting up quickly, stepping 
in front of him, pltfcing a hand upon each of his 
shoulders, and looking him keenly and steadily in the 
eye — "have you seen any one .you love better than 
Marie Souloni ?" 

" Tou amaze me, Marie !" 

"Answer me, Leon!" 

" You doubt me then ?" 

" Ha ! you color ! — ^your eye quails !" 

" Upon my word, no wonder !" returned Leon, af- 
fecting to laugh — " your own eye has such a wild, se- 
rious gleam ! Do I love another better than Marie 
Souloni? How can you seriously ask so foolish a 
question, Marie?" 

" When shall I be made your wife ?" pursued Ma- 
rie, without changing her position, or removing her 
dark eyes from his, through which she seemed to be 
looking down into his darker soul. 

" Do you wish me to name the day ?" 

"It would make me happy." 

" Well, then, on our return from the West." 

" Why not before we leave ?T-for I will go, to please 
you. 

" It does not suit me, my sweet Marie ! and a few 
days, or weeks, I know, will make no difference with 
you. 
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^^ Be it so, then !" sighed Marie ; ^^ bat I shall exact 
the fulfilment bf this promise V 

" You will have no occasion, pretty Marie !" he re- 
plied, drawing her fondly to him. 

" When shall we set out for the West, dear Leon ?" 
she inquired. 

" Be ready at any moment — for, uncertain myself 
now, I may not be able to give you more than a few 
hours' notice." 

^^ And are you going far beyond the mountains that 
you tell about ?" 

"A thousand miles, my love." 

" Oh ! if anything should happen to you," cried 
Marie, in some alarm, " what would become of poor 
me?" 

"But nothing will happen, my pretty one !" 

"A cloud comes over my spirit while I think, 
Leon." 

" Fancy, Marie— fancy I" 

" Oh ! you must not go, Leon I" 

"But I must, Marie." 

" Somethmg will happen !" 

" How do you know ?" 

" I feel it. There is trouble for me, Leon — and it 
will come through you." 

" How through me, Marie ?" inquired Dupree, with 
some uneasiness. 

" I do not know. I felt thus before my father died 
— and he was then in good health." 

"Do you think I am going to die?" inquired Leon, 
turning pale. 

" I think, if you leave me, something dreadful will 
happen to you or me ! My spirit is sensitive ; and 



THE VICTIM OF A VILLAIN. 139 

approaching danger, even when comparatiyelj distant, 
seems to cast its shadow upon it. From my earliest 
recollections, I have ever been warned of sad realities 
— and the shadow of warning is upon me now. Do 
not go, Leon !" 

She spoke earnestly and pleadingly, and with her 
dark eyes fixed steadily upon the dark eyes of Xeon^ 
who began to feel strangely ill at ease. 

^' Why, it seems to me that a sudden change has 
come over you, dear Marie !" he said. 

^'It has come almost within the moment,*' she re- 
plied ; ^^ but the warning should be none the less 
heeded ! Do not go, dear Leon !" 

^^ I must, Marie, and you must go with me !'' he 
rejoined. 

" But may I not go as your wife then ?'* she asked, 
earnestly : " for then, let what will come, I shall 
have the right to stand by you, before all the world !" 

" It cannot be, Marie— there are reasons why it 
cannot be, which you shall know in good time." 

" Do with me as you will then !" she sighed. 

"Come!** he said, rallying; "you must not give 
way to every fancy !*' 

" Nor would I, if heretofore the reality had not 
always followed what you term the fancy,*' she 
answered. 

" Poh ! you are only a little low-spirited, from an 
exaggerated view of our separation and my journey ; 
but the latter will be without danger, and we shall 
have a happy meeting. Come ! take some wine, and 
sing me a gay song !- and then I will bid you Ion 



BoirJ" 



He turned to the wall, rang a bell, and gave orders 
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to tho colored servant, who answered his summons, to 
bring a bottle of wine, and request her mistress to re- 
turn to the parlor. Mrs. Leslie soon appeared, bring- 
ing the wine herself. At the earnest solicitation of 
Leon, both drank, and with the first glass the spirits 
of Marie became more buoyant. The conversation 
grad9ally grew lively, even to merriment — ^Marie sang 
a couple of her gayest songs — and before midnight, 
Leon Dupree, well pleased with his management, rose 
to take his leave. 

"Be ready when I come for you, dear Marie!" he 
said, as he pressed a parting kiss upon her lips, 
"^w revoirP' 

" Bon soiry man cher ami /" she replied, externally 
smiling, but internally sighing. 

" Good night !'' said Mrs. Leslie. 



" I would I were safely rid of her !" muttered Leon, 
as he hurried away up the street ; ^^ and to get rid of 
her^ I shall have to make a cursed journey to the 
mountains. Once there, I am safe — for three months, 
at least — and a great deal can be done in three 
months. Tour reign is over. Mademoiselle Marie ! 
for another, more lovely, has won my heart. Yilleta 
must and shall be mine !" 



^' Is his love growing cold 7" mused Marie Souloni, 
as she turned away, after her parting with Leon Du- 
pree. " Has he found another that pleases his fancy ? 
Why this cloud upon my spirit, bringing distrust of 
his affection, if all be well ? Would he play her false 
who has loved and still loves him — who has trusted 
and still trusts him — and who has given proof of her 
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love and trust, at a sacrifice of more than life ? Let 
him beware ! Play false to me? No ! no ! I will not so 
wrong him ! Tet the shadow of distrust grows darker 
upon my spirit ! Let him beware of changing the love 
of an angel into the hate of a demon ! for she who 
can sacrifice for love, can sacrifice for hate — and 
woe to him who changes the love into hate of Marie 
Souloni !" 



'^ Shall I always be compelled to act against my 
better nature V* muttered Mrs. Leslie, as she hurriedly 
paced up and down her own elegant boudoir, soon 
after the departure of Leon Dupree. ^^ It is many 
years since I first plunged deep into vice — since I was 
first betrayed and ruined for this world, and perhaps 
the next ; but if I know my own heart, it was never so 
base as to wish to see the young, lovely, and innocent 
dragged down to my own level — never so base as his 
who has this night unfolded 4 most damnable scheme, 
to ruin one whom I suspect to be the daughter of 
Ellen Courtney, my onc§ friend and companion ? Ah ! 
Leon Dupree, I have served you well — too well for 
the rest of my conscience — and my equivalent has 
been your gold ! But beware how you presume too far ! 
There is a limit, even in vice, which one of my nature 
cannot pass. Beware of that deeper, darker wrong 
from which even the degraded spirit of Margaret 
Leslie recoils !" 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

THE LAWYER AND HIS STUDENT. 

One fine, delighful morning, about a week from the 
date of the events, recorded in the six preceding 
chapters, Amos Vincent, a lawyer of no little distinc- 
tion, was seated in his elegantly furnished office on 
Walnut street. Two windows opened upon the street, 
and faced the principal avenue of Independence Square ; 
and looking up through the green vista, you could 
perceive a small portion of that memorable building in 
which was signed that world-renowned docun^ent which 
gave birth to Liberty and rendered America a nation 
of Freemen; and you could even- perceive the very 
spot where the noble sentiments and principles it con- 
tained were first thundered forth to the people — senti- 
ments and principles which have since found response 
in millions of happy hearts. 

Mr. Vincent sat near one of the windows — ^both of 
which were open — and was alternately looking out, 
and directing his attention to some person within. 
He was between forty and fifty years of ago — ^rather 
portly in figure — with a shrewd, intellectual face — a 
dark, keen eye — and a high, massive forehead. 

" Yes," he said, pursuing a conversation which had 
commenced anterior to the moment of his introduction 
into our story, " Grace is a fine girl — a fine girl — a 
little too wild, eccentric, and coquettish, I grant you 
* — but still one who has a good heart — all too good for 
the frivolous, rakish, dissolute young jackanapes who 
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buzz around her like bees around a flower ; and who 
seek to win her hand — not for herself alone — not for 
her own intrinsic merits — but for her wealth, which 
they are eager to grasp, and, once grasped, would bo 
as eager to squander. It is even rumored that one of 
these fellows has the promise of her hand ; but I don't 
believe it ; for I have always given Grace De Vere 
the credit of possessing a large share of common sense ; 
and it certainly would be no proof of my sagacity, 
so far as she is concerned, if she were to wed that 
conceited, perfumed manikin, Mark Wellsford ! Now 
if she really wants a husband — and heaven knows she 
need be in no hurry these five years ! my wife was 
twenty-five when I married her, and she is none the 
worse for it now — ^if she is in want of a husband, I 
say, let her choose a man of heart, of mind, of soul — 
a man of virtue, principle, and honor — no matter if 
he has not a dollar — and, in five years — ay, even 
from the start — she will find herself occupying a far 
better position than any of these puppets of a soi dUant 
aristocracy can give her, though their wealth be suffi- 
cient to weigh her down with diamonds. For instance' * 
— added Mr. Vincent, facing round from the window 
and looking steadily at the young man he was address- 
ing, who was seated at a largo table, with a quantity 
of books, papers, and manuscripts lying before him — 
" let her choose Herbert Raymond.*' 

As this name passed the lips of Mr. Vincent, the 
young man who sat facing him, and who had been 
giving eager attention to his remarks, suddenly blushed 
crimson, and seemed overwhelmed with surprise and 
confusion. He essayed to reply — but it was some 
moments ere he could succeed in articulating a syl- 
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lable ; and then he seemed compelled to jerk forth the 
words : 

" Sir — Mr. Vincent — really— you are — very kind— 
but " 

"But what, Herbert?*' cried the other, in a kind 
of cheering tone. " Bless my soul, man, speak out, 
and never fear me ! I am not the young and charming 
Miss De Vere — but a very staid, matter-of-fact old 
lawyer — and so I see no necessity for your blushing 
like a new-born infant. Courage ! my young friend — 
courage ! Umph ! at your age I could stand unmoved 
before a whole battery of the brightest female eyes in 
Christendom ; and here you are now, shrinking back, 
like a whipped spaniel, at the bare idea of facing 
one !" 



"But, sir — Mr. Vincent — consider- 
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" Ay ! consider what ? — that is ^hat I want to get 
at — consider what ?" 

"That— that — I have no pretensions — ^Ito — to the 
hand of Miss De Vere !" still stammered Herbert 
Raymond. 

" And who said you had ? I did not. I said if she 
were to choose you, instead of some of these aristo- 
cratic fools, she would show her good sense ; and if 
she were to choose you, you could have pretensions to 
her hand, if it suited you — eh?'* 

" Certainly, sir ! and I beg your pardon for misun- 
derstanding you !" replied the young man, recovering 
himself. 

" And suppose she does not choose you — or at least 
does not choose to tell you so," pursued Mr. Vincent, 
".what is to hinder you from c&oosing her? ay, and 
winning her too ?" 

A knowledge of our unequal positions." 



u 
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^^ Unequal nonsense!" cried the other, warmly. 
** What do you mean ? Explain yourself !" 

" Why, Mr. Vincent, you know Miss Grace De Vere, 
besides the splendid mansion in which she lives, is 
worth over three hundred thousand dollars — all of 
which is safely invested at six per cent., and from 
which she derives an income of some twenty thousand 
dollars per annum.'' 

'^ No one knows better than myself what Grace is 
worth, since I hold her property in trust, transact all 
her business, make all her investments, and pay all 
her orders," replied the lawyer. 

** Very well, sir," pursued the other — "you know I 
am worth nothing — or at least nothing in comparison 
with the party named." 

"In stocks, real estate, bonds, mortgages, etc., 
granted!" replied Mr. Vincent. 

" Then shall I presume to offer my miserable self 
to Miss Grace, in the expectation of being preferred 
to better-looking men, and men of wealth 7" 

"Why, bless my soul ! what are you talking about ?" 
cried the lawyer. " Do you think Grace is such a 
downright fool as to accept her richest suitor, merely 
because of his wealth, when she has got more of her 
own than she knows what to do with ? Fie on you 
now ! I thought you had a better opinion of the 
girl !" 

" But is it not customary, Mr. Vincent, for one 
person of wealth to mate with another of similar for- 
tune ?" 

" And are there not a great many customs that are 

very foolish ?" rejoined the lawyer. " But speaking 

of custom, Grace herself is an exception to all rules ; 
10 
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and would be more likely to marry a poor man than a 
rich one, if only to keep up her character of doing 
something different from other people, and provoking 
comment : so your chance, so far as money is con- 
cerned, is just as good as that of a millionaire. And 
I flatter myself Grace likes you — ^how is it?" 

" I do not know," replied Herbert Raymond, look- 
ing down in some confusion, while the hot blood rushed 
to his temples. 

"You are on good terms with her — eh?" 

" I believe so." 

" You have never quarrelled ?" 

"No, sir !" 

" She invites you to her soirees ?" 

" Sometimes." 

" Does she not always ?" 

" Perhaps she does— but I do not always attend." 

" Why not ?" 

" I do not like some of the parties I meet there." 

" Whom do you mean ?" 

" Wellsford for one ; Huntington for another ; Du- 
pree for a third ; and I caa name some half a dozen 
more if necessary." 

" By-the-by, since you mention your dislike of Du- 
pree," said the lawyer, " allow me to observe, con- 
fidentially, that I believe him to be, with the exception 
of his father, one of the greatest scoundrels unhung ! 
He has more brains than all the others you allude to 
put together ; and he makes a bad use of every facul- 
ty he possesses. It grieves and vexes me to think 
that Grace can endure him near her ! And yet, I am 
told, they are quite intimate ; and some say he stands 
in as high favor as Mark Wellsford !" 
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" Would it not be well for you to speak to her — to 
adnse her V* said Herbert, earnestly. 

" It would do no good, bless your soul ! it would do 
no good — she would only laugh at me !" replied Mr. 
Vincent. " She always would have her own way, and 
that way was always sure to be in opposition to the 
advice of her best friends. She boasts that she was 
never conquered even in infancy ; and I have reason to 
believe her ; for her mother died when she was only 
two years old ; and her father, good, easy man — God 
rest his soul — ^was about as fit to govern her as I am 
to command a naval fleet. In fact, he never did govern 
her — ^but indulged her in every caprice ; and so she 
grew up, in the full sense of the term, a spoiled 
beauty. Her father, as you know, was my friend ; 
and when he died, about six years ago, he bequeathed 
most of his property to me, in trust for Grace — ap- 
pointing me executor of his will, and guardian of his 
child. It was a responsible undertaking, and one I 
did not covet, I assure you ; but Colonel De Yere was 
my bosom friend, and I had not the heart to refuse 
his last request. Besides, Grace herself, then a bud- 
ding girl, approved of every thing, and insisted that I 
should not only bo her guardian, but her adopted fa- 
ther. Well, I have been to her as much of* a father 
as lay in my power ; but, bless my soul ! I have had 
no control over her whatever. For six months she 
made her home in my family ; but that was as long as 
she and my wife could agree ; and then she begged me 
to let her return to the family mansion, and put her- 
self under the care of a maiden aunt, who wanted a 
comfortable home, and was willing to take charge of 
her. My wife united with Grace in the petition, to 
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let her go — and, in truth, I was not loth to get her 
partially off my hands. So she returned to her father's 
mansion — re-furnished it in more costly style— installed 
her aunt as nominal mistress, and they have resided 
together ever since. As I have heard no complaints, 
I presume they get along together very well. Doubt- 
less each is her own mistress, both do as they please, 
and therefore both are contented. The aunt, still a 
maiden, and not 

' Ower yeang to m%try,* 

is fond of gay company, I understand ; and Grace 
gives parties whenever the whim takes her, and is 
always the gayest of the gay." 

^' And such is the person you would recommend to 
me for a life-companion!'' said Herbert Raymond, 
turning aside his face, that Mr. Vincent might not 
perceive the expression which he feared would betray 
the secret of his heart. 

"Why," said the lawyer, with a smile, looking 
steadily at the other, who still kept his face averted — 
" I profess to have some knowledge of human nature ; 
and, wild as Grace is, I believe there is one thing will 
tame her yet." 

" And what may that be ?" 

" Love !" 

At this word, the color deepened on young Ray- 
mond's features — ^but he did not change his position, 
nor venture a reply. 

" Come !" pursued the other, in a rallying tone— 
" do not play off with your best friend ! Confess, now, 
you are in love with this mad-cap Grace !" 

" Who ? me ?" cried Herbert, looking up in confu- 
sion. 
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** Ay, you — Herbert Raymond !" laughed the other. 

"Really— Mr. Vincent"— 

" Confess, now— confess !" cried the lawyer, gaily. 

"But why — why — do you — ^you think so?" 'stam- 
mered the young man. 

" Simply because I have read your heart as 
thoroughly as any law-book in my library — and love 
for Grace De Vere is written all over it in a good 
round hand." 

" You are surely jesting, sir I" 

^^ Not in the least, my young friend, except in the 
playful manner of expressing myself. Why, bless my 
soul ! do you really fancy you have kept this matter 
a secret all this time ? Indeed, sir, you have proclaimed 
it every time the name of Grace De Vere has been 
mentioned in your hearing !" 

" Me, sir?" said Herbert, in surprise. "I do not 
understand you, Mr. Vincent." 

" So it seems," laughed the other ; " but I under- 
stand you, my friend. Let me explain ! I have been 
a lawyer at the bar for over twenty years ; and, during 
that period, have had a most excellent opportunity for 
studying the human face, on the witness' stand, under 
every trying circumstance you can name ; and rightly 
considering it an essential point in my profession, to 
be able to read the heart from the face, so as to get at 
the truth under difficulties, I flatter myself I have be- 
come quite an adept in the art — though even a novice 
need make no error in regard to yourself. Well, when 
your father brought you to me — a raw youth from the 
country, some five years ago— with an earnest request 
that I would serve him, by making a man of you, I 
said to myself, ^ Nature will do that— it only remains 
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for me to make a lawyer of him !^ I saw at once yoa 
had a clear, comprehensive intellect — and, to make it 
useful, a pure, single, guileless heart. I readily un- 
dertocTk the task of educating you to my profession, 
and have not lived to repent of it." 

^' I thank you, sir !" said Herbert, in a tone of deep 
emotion. 

^' I did not introduce these remarks for the purpose 
of complimenting you to your face,'' pursued the 
other ; ^^ but simply to explain, that I did read your 
heart aright at first, and have read it aright ever since ; 
and to tell you, that I knew you were deeply charmed 
\^ith Grace when you first beheld her, and that I have 
watched the first emotion gradually ripen into love, 
which your frank, open, ingenuous countenance be- 
trays whenever her name is mentioned in your hear- 
ing. 

"It is true," continued Mr. Vincent, earnestly, "I 
have never mentioned this matter to you before, for 
want of a suitable opportunity — ^but, for a long time, 
it has been my hope that you would eventually be 
united. Why not ? You are the senior of Grace by 
some two years, and at least her equal in every respect 
except wealth ; and why should the predominance of 
mere gold, on either side, be considered in a matter 
which, it may be, concerns the happiness of two 
noble hearts ? You love Grace, I know ; and I really 
believe the sentiment is mutual — though she is such a 
puzzle, I dare not speak positively ; but I will venture 
to assert, that if in truth she does love you, and it is 
ever your fortune to unite your destiny with hers, you 
will ever find her as true to every correct and noble 
principle as the needle to the polar star. Grace seems 
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vild, wayirard, giddy, thoDghtlesB, and reckleBS, I grant 
yon; but tfais is her exterior nature, if I maj bo 
speak ; her heart, I honestly believe, ia pure, noble, 
eincere, confiding, trusting, loying. She is at prcBent 
evidently disposed to set at defiance the opinions of 
the world around her; and I am sorry it is so; for I 
think it a duty each individual owes to society, to con- 
form to all coatoms of general propriety ; but atill it 
would take much evidence to convince me that, under 
any circumstancea, ahe could be induced to commit an 
absolute wrong. One noble trait I may mention to 
yon in confidence : I know, poaitively, that within the 
last few years, Grace De Vere has given away, in 
secret charity, many thouaanda of dollars ; and not 
one in ten, who has received her aid, has ever 
hod the remotest idea that Bhe was the generous 
donor." 

"Which speaks volumeain her pruse !" said Her- 
bert Raymond, with an enthueiastic glow. 

"Ay, air — does it not?" 

" But do you really think," continued Herbert, after 
a pause, " that she ever bestows a thought upon me, 
except when I am present ?" 

" I do believe she thinks of you oftener than of 
any other person of her acquaintance," answered the 
lawyer. 

Herbert colored still more deeply, as he modestly 
inquired : 

" May I know why you think so ?" 

" By aigna which I think are unmistakable. , She 
comes here often, eapecially of late, and frequently 
on very frivolous pretences ; and if you are present, 
she ia all smilea and animation ; but if you happen to 
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be absent, I can see that she is disappointed, and that 
her wit and gayety are more forced. Her stay, too, 
if you are absent, is generally of very short duration - 
but she never departs without inquiring, in a seemingly 
careless manner, if you are well, and so forth ; and as 
she mentions your name, she manages to turn aside her 
face — though not so as to prevent me from detecting 
an unusual glow. About two months since, when you 
were confined to the house, she camq ; and on my in- 
forming her you were ill, she turned very pale, and 
made many anxious inquiries ; and it was not till I 
had thrice assured her that you would be out in a 
few days, that she seemed satisfied you were not 
in danger. You may not know, but I do, that not 
a day passed from that time, during your sickness, 
that she did not either call at my house, or my office, 
to see me on some trifling business, and she never 
left without inquiring about yourself. 

^'All this may mean nothing, but I think other- 
wise," pursued Mr. Vincent ; ^^ and as I said before, 
I think you can win her hand if you choose ; and to 
see you united, would afibrd me pleasure — ^for you 
could take care of her wealth, and her wealth, so to 
speak, would take care of you. Not but what I 
think you capable of maintaining yourself, and even 
amassing a competency ; for you have just been ad- 
mitted to the bar, with a clever knowledge of law — 
and, with some further assistance from myself, I am 
confident you will rise high in the profession ; but I 
like you both, and would like to see you both happy ; 
and I have no desire to see you struggle up through a 
long series of years, as I was compelled to do before 
I could feel myself above want." 



THE LAVTEK AHD EIB STUDBHT. 158 

" You are very, very kinii, Mr. Yincent — &nd, I 
aunre yoa, I am not wanting in gratitude !" returned 
the young man, with tearful eyes. 

*' Well do I know you are not, Herbert !" rejoined 
the other. " And now that I have spoken freely, and 
given yon, aa I believe, the key to the heart of Qrace 
De Vere, I will drop the aabjeot, and leave the rest to 
you. Yoa have some letters there?" 

" Tes, sir !" said Herbert, rising and handing sev- 
eral to Mr. Vincent. " All came by post except one, 
and that was left here, this morning, by a servant in 
livery." 

"Ha !" said the lawyer, as he opened the one which 
came by hand, and glanced at the signature ; "this is 
from Basil Dnpree — what can he want with me! 
Why, bless my soul !" he cried, the next moment, 
starting up from his seat — " ho thinks his wife the 
sole legal inheritrix of the Ackland property !" 

"Indeed!" exclaimed young Raymond, in sur- 
prise. 

" Yea — listen !" And he read : 

Ko. Walnut street, June 19tb, 1836 

" Amob Vihoent, Esq. : 

"J)ear Sir: I have just seen your advertisement 
in the papers, making inquiry for the legal heirs of 
the estate and property of Thomas Acldand, lately 
deceased at Manchester, England. I beg leave to in- 
form you, that I think my present wife — ^formerly 
Lucy Eldridge, grand-daughter of John Ackland, who 
▼as own brother to the late Thomas Ackland — ^the 
only legal claimant — all the other living descendanta 
of the aforesaid John Ackland being illegitimate. 
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From my European correspondent, I had heard of the 
decease of my wife's great uncle before seeing your 
advertisement ; and from him I learned, for the first 
time, that the great bank-robber, Eldridge Linden, 
was first cousin to my wife ; but he is dead ; and it is 
said his children (ho left two) are, if living, illegiti- 
mate, and therefore not entitled to inherit. I have 
called twice to see you, and will call again soon, and 
confer with you on this important matter. I write this 
merely to give you a hint how to proceed, in case 
you are visited by any other parties pretending to 
have claims to the aforesaid property. 
*^ Meantime, I am, Dear Sir, 

" Very Respectfully Tours, 

"Basil Dupree." 

" Whe-e-w!" whistled the lawyer—" Here is a dis- 
covery ! Eldridge Linden a cousin of Dupree's wife ! 
and this Thomas Ackland a grand uncle of both' 
Tou remember hearing of Eldridge Linden, Herbert, 
about the time you came to live with me ? He disap- 
peared suddenly — and the next day it was discovered 

the Bank, of which he was at the time cashier, 

had been robbed of some several hundred thousand 
dollars — and by some one who had entered with the 
proper keys, as not a lock was broken or a bolt forced." 

"I remember the circumstance very well," replied 
the young man. 

" But do you know, also, that certain parties have 
always suspected that this Linden, who passed as a 
very worthy, upright man, was foully dealt with — and 
that a certain individual, whom it may not be proper 
to name, robbed the bank himself, and has since been 
living on his ill-gotten gains ?" 
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"Good heaTcnBl" cried Herbert, with a start of 
aorprise — "you aurely dn not mean Dupree?" 

" Hufih ! I mectioaed bo names. But ia it not a 
little Gurioud he should aay, in this letter, that Eldridge 
Linden is dead ? How does he know he is dead — eh? 
This statement, taken in connectioa with Bome other 
matters, seems significant of something, and I shall 
bear it in mind. And he says the children are illegiti' 
mate I TJmph ! we shall see ! Eldridge Linden and 
Lnoy Eldridge ! Yea, these are the names mentioned 
as the grand-children of John Ackland. Strange ! 
It never cccnrred to me that this Eldridge Linden 
was the bank-cashier ! and little did I dream of Lacy 
Eldridge -being the wife of Basil Dnpree ! Umph ! I , 
most thank Mr. Dnpree for this letter — it contuns 
valuable information. But where are these Lindens ? 
If iiting, they must be found. I hope they are 
living, and can prove themselves legitimate — for I 
should be very sorry to have all thb property fall into 
the hands of a scoundrel !" 

The latter portion of the lawyer's remarks were 
uttered in a low, musing tone, as if he were rather 
thinking aloud than addressing Herbert Raymond ; 
and just as he concluded, there was a clatter of horses' 
hoofs on the flinty pavement, and a loud, clear, musical, 
" Who-a ! my bonny black Bess !" rang out upon the 
still air. 

*' Why, bless my soul !" cried Mr. Vincent, looking 
out of the window — " if here is not that mad-cap, 
Grace, in company with Mark Wellaford ! Now who 
on earth, except Grace herself, would have thought 
of riding on horseback over the burning pavementa 
onder such a hot summer sun ? But she is determined 
to do nothing like anybody else. Here she comes !" 
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^^ Hold bonny Bess, Marky !" cried the same gay, 
mnsical voice, just outside the door of the lawyer's 
office : ^^ don't let her go now, as you value your life ! 
I will be back in a couple of hours ; I want to see my 
dear papa;" and with a ringing laugh, Grace De Yere 
bounded into the apartment where we have been for 
some time quietly listening to the conversation of the 
two occupants. 



CHAPTER XIH. 

THE BRILLIANT HBIRBSS. 

Thbrb are certain faces to which neither pen nor 
pencil can do justice. We may describe every feature 
minutely, and yet convey no idea of the ever varying 
expression, as the bright soul gleams out in fitful 
flashes, like the vivid, beautiful playings of the con- 
stantly changing aurora borealis. We may put all the 
lineaments upon canvas — ^with the proper size, shape, 
and color of each, and even give the expression of re- 
pose — and yet fail to convey to the beholder more 
than a faint idea of the original ; because the vital vi- 
vacity — ^the light of life — the hundred instant flashes 
of the soul — each an expression in itself, and all 
blending into one to the eye — are wanting in the 
likeness. 

Such a face was Grace De Yere's — not remarkable 
except when animated with a soul of great individ- 
uality, and then remarkable to a degree which defies 
description. In repose^ her eyes were grey, large, 
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fall, and loBtrous ; but tLey could change their hue 
with every mood of their versatile owner, and there 
were times when they might be described as sparkling 
black. They were eyes which, under certain condi- 
tions, seemed capable of penetrating to the very soul 
and reading your secret thoughts, while they concealed 
the secret thoughts and motives of her who bent them 
upon you ; and they had a magnetic power of fascina- 
tion which all felt who encountered them. The face 
was slightly oval, large and full, with a broad, high 
forehead, the whole lighted up with an intellectuality 
of no common order. The features were regular ; the 
nose slightly angular ; the mouth small, with plump, 
pouting lips, showing a line of white, beautiful teeth 
beneath — and there were dimples on the cheeks and 
ehin. Her hair was a dark brown, soft and shiny, 
%nd was sometimes arranged on her head in a prudish 
mode, and sometimes was made to descend around her 
face and neck in a profusion of ringlets. Her figure, 
scarcely reaching the medium height, was too broad 
to be a model of grace and beauty ; but she had a 
small, white, dimpled hand — a fine, well-rounded arm 
— a pretty foot — and her skin was soft, fair, and clear 
— her complexion inclining rather to the blonde than 
brunette. 

Such were the externals of Grace De Vere — who, 
in mere physical beauty, was surpassed by hundreds 
of her sex ; but when she brought her soul into full 
play, she dazzled, and fascinated, and carried the palm 
over all competitors. It was her boast that, never 
having been conquered and governed herself, it was 
her right to conquer, govern, and rule all others— and, 
by one means and another, she pretty generally sue- 
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ceeded in doing so. Slie was one who, had she even 
been penniless, would have created a sensation in 
whatever circle she might have figured — ^and with 
twenty thousand a year, her charms were of course 
irresistible. 

Great was the contrast between Grace De Vere and 
Herbert Raymond — as, attired in a neatly fitting 
riding dress, with her cap set jantily on her head, 
her face brilliant with the light of her soul, and her 
eyes sparkling like diamonds, she tripped up tp the 
young lawyer, who sat blushing and abashed, and, 
holding out her pretty hand, said : 

" Upon my soul — I will not say honor — for that ar- 
ticle is monopolized by all the fops who can get a tai- 
lor, a hatter, and a boot-maker to send them round 
town as walking advertisements — upon my soul, I say, 
Mr. Raymond, I have a mind to give you the greater 
scolding that ever came from woman's tongue ! — and 
I would do it too, only I am certain you will some day 
marry a shrew, and I can afiford to wait till then for 
my revenge !'* 

" What have I done, Miss De Vere ?" seriously in- 
quired Herbert — as, nearly overwhelmed with confu- 
sion, he awkwardly rose from his seat, mechanically 
seized the proffered hand of the other, squeezed it, 
shook it, and then, bethinking himself, dropped it sud- 
denly, and seemed puzzled to know what to do with 
his own hands afterward. 

It may be as well to say, in this connection, that 
Herbert Raymond was not by nature an Adonis, and 
no one had ever accused him of being graceful. Tall, 
bony, and muscular — with large hands and feet — a 
strongly marked face — with high cheek bones, a Roman 
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nose, a large mouth, and thick lips — ^with pale blue 
eyes, sandy hair, and a reddish complexion — ^he cer- 
tainly had never passed in broad daylight for a hand- 
some man. But he had an intellect of a very superior 
order ; a soul, pure, upright, noble ; was modest and 
unassuming ; and those who knew him well, looked 
beyond the external form, and loved and admired him 
for his moral and intellectual worth. 

" "What have you done ?*' repeated Grace, trying to 
look serious, but giving way the next moment to a 
wild burst of ringing laughter, as she noticed his 
awkwardness and confusion, which was mainly owing 
to the conversation between him and Mr. Vincent pre- 
vious to her entrance : " What have you done ?*' she 
repeated again, as soon as she could stop her laughter, 
catch her breath, and recover her voice : " why, you 
have nearly crushed my poor little hand between your 
great, rough fingers, for one thing." 

"I beg your pardon, Miss De Vere!" returned 
Herbert, rather coldly, and strughtening himself up 
in a somewhat dignified manner: '^It was my 
awkwardness. It shall not occur again!*' 

"Is it actionable, dear papa ?" cried Grace, wheel- 
ing round to Mr. Vincent, who stood near the window, 
half convulsed with laughter. " Will an action lie ?** 

" Some actions will lie .'" returned the lawyer, 
gaily ; " but I think that was an action of truth — at 
least it was the action of a truthful man." 

" Would you advise me to prosecute ?" 

"Yes, make a suit of it, by all means !" 

"Would it suit — eh ?" laughed Grace, playing upon 
the .word. 

"Ask Herbert himself. He is now a lawyer, and 
capable of taking almost any case in hand." 



160 THB artist's bridb. 

<< Even such. a hard case as me— ehf" 

" Even you, I hope." 

^'By-the-by, dear papa," pursued Ghraoe, with a 
mischievous twinkle of the eye, ^^ I want to ask you a 
serious question, which I should have propounded the 
moment I came in here." 

" WeU, what is it?" 

" How do you do ? how is your health ?" 

" I thank you, I am well," replied the lawyer, who 
generally disposed himself to enter into the sphere of 
frolic which emanated from Grace. 

" I thought you were," said Grace ; " for you look 
well, and laugh well, but show a bad set of teeth. I 
suppose you wore them out chewing the bitter cud of 
repentance for the sins of the profession ! Ah ! well- 
a^ay! it is not every trade that can afford to be 
honest. How is Mrs. Vincent and the family?" 

"All well," replied the other. **How is your 
aunt?" 

" Fine ! never better, though one time younger." 

^^You and she get along pretty well together—* 
eh?" 

" Yes," laughed Grace—" I am pretty, and she is 
well, and so we are pretty well together. Everything 
works admirably about our establishment. If I am 
engaged with one beau, and another drops in, I turn 
number two over to aunty ; and as she is only forty- 
five, and was never married, she takes it for granted 
he came expressly to see her — and woe to him if he 
gives her cause to jsuspect otherwise !" 

"Apropos, Grace, I have heard you are about to be 
married." 

" Well, you see I am about, and of course I live in 
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hopes of being able to find some one of your nngainly 
sex who will be willing to take a white slave for twenty 
thousand dollars per annum." 

^' It is on dit you are engaged to the gentleman who 
waits without." 

" To Mark Wellsford, the dear little fellow ? Who 
says so ?" 

^' Well, I haye heard it from more than one source. 
Is it true ?" 

*^ Bather think it is !" laughed Grace : ^^ You know 
everything on dit is true. Certain it is, I am engaged 
to tim in one way." 

« What is that ?" 

^^Why, the other evening, he complained of my 
having treated him somewhat coldly ; and I assured 
him, upon my soul — ^you know I discard the word 
honor, and one must asseverate by something — I 
assured him, upon my soul, I would soon give him 
occasion to take back his words in the presence 
of many witnesses. Now am I not engaged to him 
so far?" 

" Until you make your promise good, I think." 

^' Well, just look out of the window, and see if I am 
not in a fair way of doing so." 

"What do you mean, Grace?" 

" Why, is not that dear little fellow perspiring free- 
ly ? and do you not think he will have occasion to take 
back his words and say I have treated him somewhat 
vjormlyy after I shall have trotted him round in this 
hot sun an hour or two longer ?" 

"Faith! I think he will!" laughed the lawyer. 
"Ah ! Grace, do you know you are very wild ?*' 

"Wild, dear papa?" laughed Grace. "Why, 
11 
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bless your dear soul ! I think I am as tame as a pet 

bear." 

. " Really, I do not know what to make of you." 

^^ Then do not try to make anything of me ! 
Please consider me already made ! and by a work- 
man, too !" 

" Seriously, I do not approve of the company you 
draw around you ! This Wellsford is an idle, dis- 
sipated spendthrift ; Huntington is a fortune-hunter, 
if not a professional gambler; Lacy is half knave 
and half fool; and Dnpree is a shrewd, plotting 
villain !" 

"Well, go on, dear papa!" said Grace, with a 
slight curl of her lip, and a peculiar twinkle of the 
eye : "you have only just begun the list." 

"I have named all I know," replied Mr. Vincent. 
"Are there many more ?" 
" Oh, yes— a score at least." 
" And if they are all of the same stamp, I pray 
Heaven to deliver you from evil." 

" Suppose," returned Grace, " we put it in the lit- 
any thus : ^ From spendthrifts, fortune-hunters, gam- 
blers, knaves, fools, villains, and lawyers, good Lord 
deliver us !* Oh ! I cry your mercy, dear papa !" 
pursued the mischievous girl, in a quick, startled tone, 
and with a very serious face. " Why, you are a law- 
yer, are you not ? Dear me ! how stupid of me to 
pray to be delivered from you ! and from my dear 
friend there — ^the honest, truthful Mr. Raymond ! 
No ! we will stop the litany at villain, and go no lower 
in the scale. Ah ! bless me ! what have I said now ? 
as if lawyer were a viler term than villain ! What 
shall I do ? Oh ! help me out, friend Ravmond — do 
now !" 
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Herbert, when Grace first turned away from him 
to speak to Mr. Vincent, had resumed his seat with an 
offended air ; and up to the moment of being directly 
appealed to, had apparently been busy upon a legal 
document which lay spread out before him. He had 
not been so attentive to legal matters, however, as to 
miss a single word of the colloquy — though not till 
the mention of his name did he raise his eyes from 
the manuscript on the table. 

" What can I do to serve you, Miss De Vere ?" he 
now said, in reply to Grace, looking her steadily in 
the eye, and speaking in a cool, quiet, business-like 
tone. 

^ Help me out of a scrape !*' cried Grace, gaily — 

though with a slight air of embarrassment — such as 

any one will naturally experience in attempting to joke 

with a person who seems to view everything in a mab- 

* ter-of-fact light. 

" Please state your case !*' said Herbert, drily. 

^^ Heavens ! the affair grows serious ! and has a 
smell of the court !" replied Grace, putting on a long, 
sober face. " Why, you see, so please your Honor, 
that " 

^^ I see you are disposed to make sport of me. 
Miss De Vere !" interrupted Herbert, with an angry 
flush. 

" Oh, not at all !" laughed Grace ; " but when you put 
on such a magisterial air, you ought not to expect one 
to do less than use the formal etiquette which pertains 
to the Bench. However, as I see you are not disposed 
to joke with me, perhaps you will tell me, seriously, 
why you have not called at my house of late ?*' 

** I have been very busy, for one thing,'* replied Her- 
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bert, softening his tone, and assuming a less frigid 
air. 

^' How very industrious ! Now for reason number 
two ?" 

^^ I thought it more than likely you had better com- 
pany than my ungainly self, to amuse and interest 
you. 

"How very modest! Now for reason number 
three ?". 

" I do not care to meet certain parties who are in 
the habit of visiting there." . 

" How very cautious ! Now for reason number 
four ?" 

" I do not think it necessary to give any more rea- 
sons!'' said Herbert 

"How very satisfactory !" returned Grace, biting 
her lips. 

She stood for some moments, looking him steadily* 
in the eye ; and then added, in a cool, measured tone : 
" Heretofore, Mr. Raymond, whenever you have 
called on me, I have fotmd pleasure in endeavoring to 
make your visits agreeable to yourself, as I frankly 
admit they were to me ; and should you again deign 
to honor me with your presence, I trust you will not 
find me disposed to treat you with less civility and po- 
liteness ; but I beg you to understand, sir, that I do 
not wish you to call any oftener than may suit your 
own convenience and inclination ! Allow me to wish 
you good morning !" 

As she ceased speaking, she made a dignified bow, 
turned quickly on her heel, and passed over to the 
window ; while Herbert, astonished and confused, 
stammered forth : 
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" Miss De Vere — I — really — ^if— if I have offended 
you — and — and — just like me — I know I have—I 
crave your forgiveness ! and assure you — it was not 
done — intentionally !*' 

" Oh, very well, I accept your apology !*' answered 
Grace, in a light, careless tone, without even turning 
round. " OhJ Papa Vincent V she merrily exclaimed, 
in the very next breath — "do look at poor Mark. 
There he sits, on his own pompous gray, holding little 
bonny black Bess, and looking for all the world as if 
he wished equestrianism, on a hot summer's day, had 
not been voted among the pleasures of human life, by 
an angel worth twenty thousand a year ! Bless me ! 
how warm he seems !'' 

" And M, Miss Grace — 'pon honor !" responded 
Mark, who overheard her remarks. 

" You will not complain of my treating you coldlt/ 
this time — will you, Marky, dear?*' 

" If you will only come to my relief now, I will 
never complain of you again, on. any score !" said 
Mark, wiping the perspiration from his forehead. 
" If I had known you were going to be so long inside 
there, I would have hired a substitute to hold these 
animals." 

"Indeed you would not !" returned Grace ; "as if 
I would allow any common fellow to hold bonny black 
Bess ! Umph ! my dear sir !" she continued, affecting 
to be a little angry — " I wish you to consider bonny 
black Bess my representative — my proxy — my other 
self! and any slight shown to her will be duly re- 
sented by your very humble servant. If you resign 
her to the care of any one but her mistress, you resign 
me, and all the golden hopes and dreams which your 
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fancy has clustered around your ardent aspirations I 
There is something for your little head to think about !" 
she added, aotto voccj as she drew back from the win- 
dow, to indulge in a fresh burst of merriment, which 
she took care to so restrain as not to be heard by the 
poor victim of her whim. 

" I will not resign bonny black Bess till you come, 
or I melt away from her— but, in the name of su£fering 
humanity, do not be long !" cried the voice of Mark 
Wellsford from the street. 

^^ Ah ! Grace ! Grace !" said Mr. Vincent, shaking 
his head reprovingly — but unable, for the life of him, 
to put on a serious face. 

" Let him swelter !*' laughed Grace — ** it will do 
him good ! The next time he finds me treating him 
coldly, he will the better appreciate it ; and an iceberg, 
just now, would be a delight to him ! But come !'' 
she pursued, with a more serious air — " I am neglect- 
ing my business, and consuming your valuable time — 
and you lawyers are so very induBtrious !** and she 
glanced meaningly at Herbert, who had seriously re- 
sumed his occupation at the table, apparently taking 
no further notice of anything that was being said. 

" What is it ?" inquired the lawyer. And then 
approaching Grace, and glancing at Herbert, he added, 
in a low, confidential tone : ^' He is a noble fellow, my 
child ! and worth more than a thousand such frippery, 
fashionable fools as are courting your favor with an 
eye to your wealth ! Pray speak to him kindly ! for 
a heart like his is not to be despised ! He does not 
exactly understand you — for he is too honest and 
straight-forward — too matter-of-fact, if you will — to 
appreciate anything like a jest." 
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Orace listened quietly to Mr. Vincent's remarks ; 
but save looking unusually serious, and turning slightly 
pale, she betrayed no emotion. ^She did not reply to 
his volunteered observations, but only to his first 
question. 

^^ I want a thousand dollars !" she said. 

Mr. Vincent looked at her gravely for a moment ; 
and then silently turning to his desk, he took down his 
check-book, and proceeded to fill out a blank to her 
order for the amount. 

While he was thus engaged, voices were heard out- 
side, and the quick ear of Grace soon detected the 
mention of her own name. She went to the window, and 
saw Mark Wellsford in conversation with Leon Du- 
pree. She drew back quickly, somewhat flushed and 
excited ; and a minute after, just as Mr. Vincent was 
in the act of handing her the check, Leon Dupree ap- 
peared at the door. He caught the eye of the lawyer, 
and knew at once, by its glance, that he was regard- 
ed by him as an unwelcome intruder ; but, nothing 
daunted or abashed, he said, with a nonehalant air, 
touching his hat and making a slight inclination of his 
head: 

" Mr. Vincent, your most obedient." 

And as the lawyer bowed stiffly in return, Leon 
walked up to Grace, with a polite familiarity, removed 
his hat, took her hand, and said, very blandly and 
cordially : 

" Miss Grace, I am very happy to meet you ! quite 
an unexpected pleasure, I assure you ! How have you 
been since I saw you last ?" 

*^ Never better !** laughed Grace — resuming, at least 
to all appearance, her wonted gay mood. " You have 
been away, I understand ?" 
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^^ Yes, Miss Grace, I have had what some people 
would call a pleasant trip into the coantry ; but I was 
glad to get back, I assure you ; and henceforth I shall, 
as I always have done, vote the country a bore-'* 

We may remark, en passant^ that Leon had left the 
city with Marie Souloni, in pursuance of his plan to 
get rid of her for a time, as made known in a previous 
chapter. He had escorted her to a small village at 
the foot of the AUeghanies ; and, after providing for 
her sojourn there until his return, had taken leave of 
her, ostensibly to prosecute his journey to the West, 
but in reality to hasten back and carry out his dark 
scheme against the peace and happiness of Yilleta 
Linden. And he was even now on his way to visit 
Mrs. Leslie for this sinister purpose ; but, encounter- 
ing Mark Wellsford quite unexpectedly, and learning 
that Grace De Vere was in lawyer Vincent's office, he 
felt compelled by his policy to pay his respects to her 
— for she was a lady worth twenty thousand per year, 
whose hand was the bright, glorious star of his ambi- 
tion. 

"When did you return ?" inquired Grace. 

" Late last evening ; and early this morning I did 
myself the honor to call at your mansion, where I 
learned, much to my regret, of your temporary 
absence." 

" Why, bless me ! did you wish it permanent ?" 
laughed Grace. And then added : " Have you any- 
thing in particular to communicate, now you have 
found me ?" 

"Nothing of moment — though it would have af- 
forded me much happiness to have had a short tHe-d- 
iSte with one whom I consider the most charming of 
her sex !" 
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This was said in a low tone — but Grace replied, 
with her usual gay laugh : 

" Of course a short tSte-d-tSte with a lady so sur- 
passingly charming as myself, would have put so gal- 
lant a gentleman as Leon Dupree in ecstacies : I know 
this — pray tell me something I do not know !" 

" Ah ! Miss Grace — if you only knew how much I 
adore you !" 

" Why, of course I know it — have you not told me 
at least twenty times V* 

" But you do not believe me !** 

" Indeed I do ! How could it be otherwise ? Do you 
think me ignorant of my own fascinations ?** 

" When will you do me the honor to accompany 
me to Serley's, to look at his last beautiful painting ?*' 
inquired Leon, concealing the vexation he felt at find- 
ing all his blandishments literally thrown away upon 
the eccentric Grace. 

" Why, for that matter, I am at your service now," 
she replied. 

" But I do not care to go in company with Mark." 

"Oh, he is easily disposed of!" laughed Grace; 
" I will send him to the bank with this check ; and he 
will only be too glad to give up Bis horse and get out 
of his misery." 

She turned as she spoke, caught up a pen, and 
dashed her name across the back of the check ; and 
then, taking the arm of Leon, she left the office, 
merely saying : 

" Good-by, papa, till I see you again." 

*'Ah! Grace!" mused the lawyer, looking after 
her, and shaking his head ; " you are an enigma, 
which, with all my experience in human nature, I am 
unable to solve." 
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" One thing is certain, Mr. Vincent," said Herbert, 
leaning back in his chair, and looking pale and 
troubled—^^ she cares no more for me than she does 
for a circus clown : both may serve to amuse her for 
a moment, and then be forgotten." 

" I do not know what to think of her !" was the 
reply of the lawyer; and there the subject dropped 
for the time. 

^^Come, Marky, dear," said Grace, as she reached 
the side of that gentleman ; '^ I will take pity on you 
for once. Please lend Mr. Dupree your horse, and 
run down to the bank with this check — that is a good 
Httle fellow !" 

^^ But I prefer to accompany you, notwithstanding 
the heat," replied Mark. 

" Please do as you are bid !" said Grace ; " or I 
shall have to punish you, by depriving you of my 
charming company hereafter !" 

Mark Wellsford made no further objection, but dis- 
mounted at once, and handed the reins to Leon Du- 
pree, who assisted Grace into the saddle, and then 
mounted the grey and rode off by her side. 

" Well," grumbled Mark, as he stood and watched 
the parties out of sight, ^^ I wonder if nature intended 
me for a fool ! it seems I play the part very well. 
Upon my word, this is cool enough for any weather ! 
But just wait, Miss Grace, till I get a legal claim to 
be your master ! and then we will see who will lord it 
with an air ! I am all obedience now," he added, as 
he looked at the check, and set off to got it cashed ; 
*•' but wait a little, my gay lady, and perhaps it will be 
my turn to dictate !" 

As for Leon Dupree, he fancied he had achieved a 
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great triumpli in so unexpectedly getting the place of 
his rival by the side of Grace ; and he strove, ii?ith 
all the soft blandishments of which ho was master, to 
turn it to account ; but Grace had suddenly taken 
a sulky whim, and would make no response to his fine 
speeches. He knew, however, she was passionately 
fond of the fine-arts, and looked upon a superior 
artist as a superior being ; and he hoped, by a little 
ruse of his own, of which we gave a slight inkling in 
his interview with Julian St. Cloud, to put the coup de 
grace to his suit — for he flattered himself that he was, 
with the exception of Mark Wellsford, the most 
favored suitor of the rich heiress. 

In his present design, we may say in brief, he was 
so far successful as to get Grace into the studio of 
Julian St. Cloud, as if by mistake ;• and once there, 
he adroitly managed to remain, till the artist informed 
him by a glance that he had scanned her features 
sufficiently for his purpose. On returning to the 
street, Grace said : 

'^ As you have made one mistake, Mr. Dupree, it is 
just possible you may make another." 

"What d9 you mean?" inquired Leon, coloring — 
for he almost fancied she had seen through his design. 

" Suppose you go up to Serley's studio, and be sure 
you are right — for I am not in the mood to be trotting 
up and down stairs for nothing !" 

"Oh, certainly, Miss Grace — anything to oblige 
you!" returned Leon, greatly relieved: "I will be 
back in a minute ;" and, hastening to the right en- 
trance, he disappeared. 

The moment he was out of sight, Grace flew to her 
palfrey, jerked loose the rein by which he was tied to 



m 



172 THE aetist's bride. 

an awning-post, sprung lightly into the saddle, and 
dashed swiftly down the street. 

^^ Heaven be praised !'' she muttered, as she turned 
the first corner and pursued her way southward — " I 
have for the time being got rid of two incumbrances 
— one fool and one knave !" and then, as she pictured 
to herself the astonishment of Leon on finding she had 
suddenly and mysteriously disappeared, she fairly 
laughed aloud. 

But her laugh was of short duration ; and then a 
mingled expression of gloom and vexation gradually 
settled upon her features, 

" The world thinks me happy — that my gayety 
comes from my heart !*' she pursued, as she continued 
her course southward, with unabated speed, passing 
one street after another, and attracting the notice of 
hundreds as she rode along : " Yes, the world thinks 
me happy, because the world judges by appearances — 
but how often appearances are false ! Ah, me !" she 
sighed — " to think that he, to wliom of all others I 
would most freely give my hand and my heart — to 
think that he should misunderstand me, misconstrue 
my motives, perhaps despise me ! Well," she con- 
tinued, compressing her lips, while her eyes flashed 
with a stern, determined pride, " if he cares not for 
me, let him go ! or if he be too wilfully blind to see, 
let him go ! I shall not bend and sue, like a cring- 
ing sycophant — not I ! On, Bess V* she continued, 
striking her palfrey a smart blow with her riding-whip : 
" on, my nimble beast ! Go as fast as you may, you 
cannot, keep pace with my thoughts!" 

And bn Grace sped, under a hot, summer's sun, till, 
far beyond the limits of the city, she at last drew rein, 



THE BRILLIANT HEIBESS. 173 

and brought her panting and foaming beast to a halt 
beneath the cooling shade of a gigantic old tree. To 
Grace De Vere, there was something delightful in this 
change. The day was fine, though warm — the air clear 
and pure — and she experienced a new pleasure in be- 
ing alone with nature, where, undisturbed by a fellow 
creature, she could freely commune with her own 
heart. 

Tying her palfrey to a limb of the noble old tree, 
she threw herself upon the soft, green turf, beneath 
its shade, and listened to the music of rustling leaves, 
and humming bees, and singing birds — and thought, 
and hoped, and dreamed for many an hour. Then she 
took a ramble through the open fields, gathered a few 
wild flowers for pastime, and fondly lingered, enchant- 
ed with the quiet, dreamy beauty of the scene, till 
the declining sun, with the long shadows stretching 
eastward, warned her that night was drawing on 
apace, and that she must leave the world of nature to 
return to the world of fashion, art, and folly. 

But determined to enjoy till the latest moment the 
fascination of the rural scene, she ambled down to- 
ward the broad, placid Delaware, till she got a view 
of its glistening waters, and the white sails of the 
many moving vessels and boats which dotted its sur- 
face ; and when she entered the southern limits of the 
settled portion of the great city, the bright sun was 
just sinking in a bed of crimson and gold. 

But after a day so unexpectedly passed in quiet en- 
joyment, it was the fortune of Grace De Vere, ere 
she reached her own splendid home, to be a witness 
of, and become an actor in, one scene of human mis- 
ery, where every emotion of her noble heart was 
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strongly stirred by events of the gravest importance 
to many of those who figure in our drama of life. 
Of thisj^ however, anon. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THE SCHEMER BEGINS HIS WORE. 

Great was the surprise and chagrin of Leon 
Dupree, when, returning from the studio of the 
artist, he discovered that Grace and her palfrey were 
gone. 

^' Can it be. her design to insult me ?" he mut- 
tered. 

But he had too good an opinion of himself to seri- 
ously suppose she meant to put a slight upon him, and 
so he came to the conclusion it was merely one of her 
mad pranks. 

^^ Doubtless she intends to have a laugh at my ex- 
pense !" he soliloquized. " Well, let her laugh — and 
let him laugh loudest who wins ! My purpose is 
accomplished — St. Cloud has seen her — and, for the 
rest, I have work enough on hand to keep me busy. 
Now then for my plot, which was interrupted by meet- 
ing her so unexpectedly ! Marie is gone, and Yilleta 
must take her place ! The brother alone seems to be 
in the way — and the brother must die! Nature is 
dragging him down by degrees — keeping him in mis- 
ery — and Nature must be stimulated to perform her 
work quickly ! My plan, I am almost certain, will suc- 
ceed — nay, it must succeed !*' 
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While these dark thoughts were passing through 
his scheming brain, he untied the horse of Mark 
Wellsford, sprung into the saddle, and rode him to the 
house of his owner. 

'' Tell your master/' he said to the groom, as he 
dismounted and gave the beast into his charge, ^^ that 
I am much obliged for the use of this noble animal, 
though I found it rather warm riding.'' 

He turned away, walked quickly down the street, 
and, in something less than an hour, was ringing the 
bell at the house of Mrs. Leslie. 

" Is your mistress at home ?" he inquired of a col- 
ored domestic who opened the door. 

"No, sah — she's gwine out." 

"She will be in soon, I suppose?" 

" Doesn't know sartain, sah — ^but guess she will." 

" At any rate," said Leon, " I will step in and wait 
awhile." 

"Yes, sah!" rejoined the woman, a full blooded 
negress, advanced in years, who looked at him very 
hard, and seemed doubtful about the propriety of ad- 
mitting him. " Is you 'quainted with missus, sah ?" she 



inquired. 

" Why, don't you know me ? or are you a new comer 
here ?" 

" I's come here day before yesterday, sah." 

" Ah ! that accounts for it ! Yes, I am an old friend 
of Mrs. Leslie, and my name is " 

Leon paused, undecided whether to say Dupree or 
Warren ; and, just at the moment, his eye chanced 
upon the mistress herself, coming hastily down the 
street. ^ 

"Ah! Mr. Warren," she said, gaily, as she came 
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up, taking his hand — " welcome back, sir ! When did 
you arrive in town ?" 

^^ Late last night, dear madam." 

" Well, in, in, for mercy's sake ! I shall melt in this 
heat;" and she hastily led the way herself into the 
parlor. " Sit down, Mr. Warren, and make yourself 
at home, while I take off this love of a bonnet, before 
I ruin it ! Dear me ! if I painted like some of the 
young ladies I know, I should have a sorry face to look 
at in this heat !" 

" Fortunately, my dear madam, you are one of those 
rare beauties which art cannot adorn !" said Leon, with 
a winning smile. 

^'Now what, in the name of all the saints, can I do 
for you?" said Mrs. Leslie, as she faced round from 
the mirror, with her bonnet in her hand^ and a quizzical 
smile upon her fine, handsome countenance. 

^^ Deuce take it, madam! cannot I pay a compli- 
ment without a selfish motive?" returned Leon, pet- 
tishly. 

^' And cannot I joke without being thought in ear- 
nest ?" laughed the other. "But tell me — ^how is Ma- 
rie ? and where did you leave her ?" 

" I left her well, and in very comfortable quarters," 
answered Leon, who never made a confident of any 
one without a strong motive for doing so. 

" I suppose you had quite a scene at parting ?" 

" She shed some tears, of course— but, on the whole, 
bore up quite bravely — better, in fact, than I ex- 
pected." 

" And even now, I suppose, she is fancying you ex- 
posed to the perils of the^ Far West ?"' 

"Doubtless!" smiled Leon — a cold, cynical smile. 
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not unlike that of his father^ '^ and I trust she will 
keep on fancying for some time to come. By-the-by, 
have you seen Villeta?** 

" Not I," answered Mrs. Leslie ; " you were to give 
me due notice when to call and make her acquaint- 
ance." 

"Well, I would have you see her this very after- 
noon ; and you must persuade her to come and look at 
your house, that she may judge how it will suit her 
for a home, in the event of her being left alone in the 
world." 

** I will call upon her," replied Mrs. Leslie ; " and 
of course will do my best to bring her home with 
me. 

" I believe, when you set your heart upon a purpose 
you never fail ?" said Leon, looking her steadily in 
the eye. 

"Seldom," smiled Mrs. Leslie. 

" Then I shall expect you to succeed in your en- 
deavors to bring Villeta home with you ; and I would 
like you to so time your visit, that she will be here 
just at the hour of tea ; and then of course you will 
not let her depart without partaking of your hospital- 
ity. I have an object in view," he added, as he per- 
ceived, from the look of Mrs. Leslie, that she suspect- 
ed something of the kind : " I hope to join you at the 
evening meal, and have a pleasant walk home with 
her." 

"Ah! that indeed?" 

" Yes, that is my purpose ; but in case anything 
should happen to prevent my being here at the proper 
time for her return, will you have the kindness to see 
her home ?" 

12 
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" Certainly, sir ; buj^ are we not reckoning without 
our host V 

'' How 80 ?" 

" You are counting for a certainty upon my persua- 
sive powers, and I may fail in inducing her to come 
home with me.'* 

"You are a distant relative of Mr. Warren, who 
has proved himself her friend in need," smiled Leon ; 
" and her gratitude, to say the least, will debar her 
from making a positive refusal to so simple a request 
as a walk home with you the distance of some half-a- 
dozen squares, especially if she is allowed to perceive 
that such a refusal will wound and disappoint you ! 
You understand me V* 

" Perfectly, I think." 

" Of course you can say whatever you think best in 
praise of Mr. Warren — being careful, at the same 
time, to exercise such discretion as will conceal the 
fact of your having a design in your remarks." 

" Trust a woman of my experience for managing a 
delicate matter so as not to be suspected of an im- 
proper motive !" returned Mrs. Leslie, with a smile 
of assurance. 

And she added, mentally : 

"Ay, trust me for deceiving even as great an 
adept in villany as your scheming self!" 

" I am passionately in love with this girl," pursued 
Dupree ; " and I will freely give a large sum to any 
one who will, by any means, excite in her a corres- 
ponding passion for myself ! My dear Mrs. Leslie, I 
know you possess superior judgment, tact, and man- 
agement — ^not to speak of your many other enviable 
abilities — and I want you to become enlisted, heart 
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and soul, in my behalf ! Only bring this girl to love 
me, as I wish to be loved, and you shall have no cause 
to complain of my want of liberality !" 

" Rest assured I will do my best, Mr. Dupree— or 
rather, let me say, Mr. Warren — since by that name 
I must address you in her presence/' 

" Yes, you had better accustom yourself to calling 
me Mr. Warren henceforth — since a single mistake in 
the hearing of Yilleta Linden, might entirely destroy 
our plans in regard to her. By-the-by, you have 
changed your servant, I perceive — and I was in a 
quandary as to which name to give at the moment I 
espied you." 

" Yes,** said Mrs. Leslie, " as you are to be known 
by the name of Warren, I thought it as well to have 
none in the house who might possibly make an unfor- 
tunate mistake.** 

" Very clever in you, indeed !*' smiled Leon ; 
'^ and I am happy to know my case is in the hands of 
one who is too shrewd and cautious to require any 
further instructions from me. You will call upon 
Villeta this afternoon?** 

" I will. By-the-way, what is our relationship ?" 

" Let me see !** mused Dupree. " Well, suppose 
we say you are a cousin of my mother?*' 

" Very good.*' 

" Do not fail to bring Villeta home with you, and 
detain her to tea!** 

" I will do my best.** 

"And your best will succeed," smiled Leon. 
" Here !** he added, drawing forth his pocket-book, 
and handing Mrs. Leslie a couple of bank-notes, of 
fifty dollars each — '^ accept this trifle as an earnest 
of a proper recompense at a no distant period !*' 
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"Parsimony is not one of your sins/' said Mr& 
Leslie, as she took the money. 

"I flatter myself I have always adhered to the 
rule, to pay well those who serve me well !*' replied 
Leon. 

After some further conversation, Leon Dupree took 
leave of Mrs. Leslie, well pleased with the progress 
he had made in his dark design. 

Having some hours upon his hands, he now repaired 
to the club-house, where wo met him in an early chap- 
ter of our story, ordered dinner, and drank a bottle 
of wine, to brace his nerves and raise his spirits, that 
he might be prepared for his own dark part at the 
proper moment. He then joined a party in a game 
of cards, and gambled till near sundown, drinking 
freely. At last he started up somewhat suddenly, 
looked at his watch, muttered something about an en- 
gagement, and hurried forth into the street. His 
face was now unusually pale, his lips compressed, and 
his brow sternly knitted — all denoting great internal 
excitement, united with an inflexible determination 
to execute his dark design. 

*^It must be done!'' he said, mentally, as he 
hastened down the street ; " it is folly to wait the 
slow course of nature ; and the proceeding, at the 
worst, will only shorten suffering, and therefore cannot, 
per BCy be criminal. It re(juires nerve to perform my 
part, and be a witness of the scene that will follow — 
but the hope of the reward shall keep me firm to my pur- 
pose. Tes, I will be firm, come what come may ! This 
mad passion grows upon me — it even now burns in my 
veins — Villeta must be mine ! and if my plan prove 
not a failure, then he who stands in my path, Lionel 
Linden, shall soon be in the Land of Shadows 1" 
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As Leon hastened down the street, too much occu- 
pied with his own thoughts to notice those h^ met and 
passed, a boy followed him. This boy, apparently 
between ten and fifteen years of age, was small and 
slender, had bright, black eyes, a pretty face, a very 
dark complexion, and short, curly, black hair. He was 
neatly dressed, in a suit of dark blue, and had the 
delicate look and air of one genteelly bred. For hours 
he had been sauntering up and down the street, in 
the vicinity of the club-house ; but the moment Leon 
Dupree came forth and hurried away, he turned and 
followed him. 

Who was this boy ? and why did he follow Leon Du- 
pree? 



CHAPTER XV. 

BROTHBR AND SISTER. 

Lionel Linden was reclining on the lounge by the 
open window, and Yilleta was seated in a chair by his 
side. She had just returned from a visit to the old 
shop of Isaac Jacobs, and another of his craft, and 
she held in her hand the gold locket and necklace 
which she had put in pawn on the night we first intro* 
duced her to the reader ; and besides these, a couple 
of rings, an enameled brooch, a silver watch, a set of 
silver tea-spoons, and a couple of silver pencils, which 
had previously been deposited as securities for small 
loans at another place. 

*^ Thanks to our noble friend, Mr. Warren, we have 
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recalled some old and valued friends !" said Lionel, 
with a wan smile. '^ It really makes my heart glad 
to look upon them once more — for their very return 
brings hope." 

" Oh ! if they could only bring health to you/* said 
Villeta, " my heart would be glad indeed ! But you 
feel better, dear brother, do you not ?*' 

^^ I certainly feel less depressed in spirits, since I 
have seen a way opened to you to live, sweet sister 1" 
he replied. " I do not wish to hold out the hope that 
I shall ever get well ; but, I do assure you, I feel much 
more resigned to the will of God, than when I con- 
templated leaving you in the two-fold misery of grief 
and want. Mr. Warren has taken a heavy weight 
from my heart, by his solemn assurance that, let what 
will happen to me, he will ever be a true friend to 
you. By-the-by, how is it that he has not called since 
he took away your story, Villeta ? I hope you did 
not offend him !" 

^' You know he said he was going to be absent from 
the city for a few days !" answered Villeta, with a 
heightened color. 

"Oh, yes — I remember now!" rejoined Lionel. 
" But it seemed to me, dear sister, that, during his 
last visit, your manner was rather restrained and 
distant. Was such the case ? or did I fancy it?" 

" I certainly endeavoured to treat him with all duo 
politeness," replied Villeta, evasively; "and if I did 
not, I am not aware of it." 

" Ah ! he is a noble friend, sweet sister, and it would 
grieve me to have any coldness spring up between you. 
He appreciates your noble qualities and talents-— 
seems eager to serve you — and, between you and me. 
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I fancy he harbors for you a warmer feeling than even 
friendship." 

"Why do you think so, dear Lionel?" inquired 
Villeta, coloring deeply. 

She had not mentioned to her brother anything 
concerning that avowal of love which had been made 
during his sleep ; and th*ough*Leon had called once 
since— the night previous to his departure for the 
country, at which time he had taken the manuscript 
of her story and paid her the balance agreed upon — he 
had made no allusion to any conversation of which 
Lionel was not cognizant — so that the idea which, the 
latter had begun to entertain, was in fact founded 
wholly upon conjecture. 

" Why do I think so V* repeated Lionel. " Why, 
witness that beautiful painting — that gem of art!" 

" Which proves him an artist of genius," said Vil- 
leta, quietly. 

''But could he paint so perfect a likeness in your 
absence, if every lineament and expression were not 
impressed upon his very spul ! and can he carry your 
sweet image there and fail to love you ?" 

" You think — he — he — loves me then ?" 

" I am almost sure of it, Villeta." 

" And are you pleased with the thought, dear 
brother ?" 

" Why, he seems a high-spirited, noble gentleman 
— has talent and means — and, ere long, you may stand 
in need of a sincere friend and protector— one who 
can shield your gentle, sensitive spirit from the crush- 
ing miseries of desolation and poverty — from the rude 
jars and discords of an inharmonious world ! Oh ! 
Villeta, if it be true that you have inspired him with 
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that most sacred and holy of all human emotions — a 
pure, unselfish love — and your own true heart can con- 
genially respond to " 

** But it cannot, dear brother !" interrupted Villeta, 
in a quick, excited tone. " I know little of love, Li- 
onel ; but if it be the yearning of the soul for the con- 
stant presence of one who seems the all-in-all of 
existence — to make whom happy every thought and 
aspiration of the inner spirit bends in earnest, hum- 
ble, holy devotion, and, through its worship of the 
creature, ascends in gratitude to the Creator — then I 
have no love for him you name ! Mr. Warren has 
been very kind to us in our distress ; he has acted a 
noble and friendly part ; he has alleviated our misery ; 
he has cheered your drooping spirit ; he has taught us 
to feel we are not all forsaken of our fellows— that 
there is human sympathy, perhaps unselfish kindness ; 
and for all these my soul thanks him ; and his peace, 
prosperity, and happiness are besought in my prayers: 
but I do not and cannot regard him with warmer feel- 
ing than those which belong to gratitude and friend- 
ship, and already have I experienced the pain of tell- 
ing him so." 

" Cff telling him so, Villeta ?" said the brother, in 
surprise : " what do you mean ?*' 

*' I did not intend to mention the matter to you," 
answered the sister, ^' for I thought it might trouble 
you ; but as you have introduced the subject, it may 
be as well to keep it a secret no longer. On the night 
he first gave us money, and brought the painting, and 
while you were asleep, he took the opportunity to say, 
that the painting was the likeness of a being whom 
he loved, and then showed me that the likeness was 
my own." 
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" And you told him you could never do more than 
esteem him as a friend ? " inquired Lionel. 

" I did." 

" And he was not oflFended ?" 

^' Apparently he was not. He called again the fol- 
lowing night, you remember, and seemed more than 
ever anxious for our welfare, and urged upon us the 
propriety of removing to better quarters." 

" Yes, I remember, he was very kind," said Li- 
onel. 

'^ If I did not treat him with the same natural frank- 
ness and ease," pursued Yilleta, ^^ it was because of 
the remembrance of what had passed between us, 
which forced upon me a certain restraint — ^but I really 
did not intend to be impolite, uncivil, or cold in 
my manner." 

"And, on reflection, I do not think you were," re- 
joined Lionel; "but there was a change, which I 
could not fail to observe, and for which I could not 
account. And so I was right in my conjecture ! and 
he really does love you !" added Lionel, musingly. 

"I hope not," answered Villeta, with a troubled 
look. 

"You hope not ! and yet he told you so !" said Li- 
onel, in a tone and with a look of surprise. " Do you 
then doubt his sincerity, Villeta ?" 

"I do not know what to think, dear brother !" re- 
plied Villeta, anxiyously. " If his words came from his 
heart, I think he chose a strange time and opportunity 
to speak them. Let us change the subject, dear Lionel ! 
I do not wish to think of what he said ; for when I 
consider everything connected with that interview, I 
find myself inclined to question his sinc^ity, and doubts 
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may do him wrong. If indeed he was sincere, I regret 
being the innocent cauag of a passion that can never 
be mutual ; and if he was not sincere, it will give me 
^in to think him unworthy of my esteem." 

" He was sincere, I have reason to believe," rejoined 
Lionel. " How could it be otherwise ? for—and I say 
it without flattery, dear sister — you are a being calcu- 
lated to inspire the heart of almost any one with the 
warm affections and unselfish devotion of the master 
passion — for you are young, beautiful, gifted, gentle, 
earnest, affectionate, devoted, truthful, and pure." 

^^ Say something superhuman at once, dearest and 
blindest of brothers?" smiled Villeta, as she bent for- 
ward, threw her arm around his neck, and impressed 
upon his pale lips the holy kiss of a fond sister's love. 
** But let me tell you of the Jew," she added, resolved 
to change the subject, and draw the thoughts of her 
brother into another channel. ^^ Indeed he seemed 
very much interested in me, too !" she continued, in a 
somewhat playful tone: "perhaps I inspired him with 
the master passion !" 

" Whom do you mean ?" asked Lionel. 

" Why, the Jew who was so liberal as to loan us 
three dollars on this locket and necklace." 

"Well, what of him, Villeta?" 

" Why, he asked me so many questions ! When I 
first went to him, you remember, he inquired so par- 
ticularly about our dear father ; and this time about 
our dear mother, and about you, and about myself, 
and how we lived, and if we had any relations in this 
country, and so forth, and so on." 

" What was all this to him ?" said Lionel : " he must 
have had some motive !" 
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"He Baid he remembered reading aooosnts of the 
mjsterioos diaappe&raDco of our dear fatter, but had 
never brought himself to believe the vile reports 
against his honor and integrity, for he knew men who 
had known him, and all had spoken of him in the 
highest terms of commendation, and he felt deeply 
intereated in a family who had heen ao wronged and 
Blandefed." 

" And you answered all his questions?" 

"As well as I could, dear brother," replied Villeta. 
And she immediately added, as if from sudden recol< 
lection : " Ob, yea — and he wished to know where our 
parents were married, and when, and if I knew who 
married them, and who were present at the wedding, 
and so on." 

" Strange kind of questions !" said Lionel : *' sure- 
ly he must have had some motive beyond mere curi- 
osity !" 

" I think not," replied Villeta. " He ia a very old 
man, and in his second childhood ; and old people, you 
know, brother, have simple whims to gratify." 

" And what did you tell him about the marriage V 

" Not much — and for the best of reasons^-I do not 
know much. I told him I believed they were mar- 
ried in the city of New York, in the year 1810 ; but 
who married them I could not say — nor who were pre- 
sent — nor of course whether any of the parties are 
still living." 

" Depend upon it he had some motive besides mere 
curiosity !" said Lionel. 

" Do you think aO, brother ? But what motive ?" 

" I do not know, I am sure," he answered. And 
then added, with a feeble smile, which played over his 
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pale, wasted features like a gleam of sunlight over a sep- 
ulchre : " Perhaps he had indeed fallen in love with 
yiu, and so wished to prolong the conversation !*' 

"I think that must be it!" laughed Villeta; 
'^ but, if so, his at least will be a hppeless passion. 
Hark ! is not that some one coming up stairs ? Yes ! 
there is a knock !" 

Villeta started up as she spoke, hastily put away 
her jewels, and went to the door. To her surprise, 
she found herself confronted with a fair, good-look- 
ing lady of forty, very tastefully and elegantly 
attired. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

A FRIEND IN NEED. 

^' Have I the pleasure of addressing Miss Villeta 
Linden?" inquired the strange lady, in a bland tone, 
and with a winning smile. 

" That is my name, madam," replied Villeta, mod- 
estly, with just suflBcient color to heighten her beauty. 

" Pardon me," pursued the visitor, "if I seem in- 
trusive ; but I presume you are acquainted with a 
gentleman of the name of Warren ?" 

" Mr. Warren has honored us with several visits of 
late, and has indeed been very kind," answered 
Villeta, with the same slight embarrassment. " Pray, 
madam, will you walk in and be seated?" 

"Thank you!" said the lady, as she quietly en- 
tered the apartment and bowed to Lionel: ''It is 
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with pleasure I embrace the opportunity to make the 
acquaintance of two individuals of whom I have heard 
my kinsman, Henry Warren, speak in such glowing 
terms, and of whom I think I have some knowledge 
which dates anterior to his. My name is Leslie.*' 

"You are then the lady of whom we also have 
heard Mr. Warren speak in glowing terms !'* rejoined 
Villeta : " I am very happy to make your acquain- 
tance !*' 

"My dear child," rejoined Mrs. Leslie, gazing 
earnestly and admiringly upon the sweet, ingenuous 
face of the lovely being before her, and speaking ifi 
a tone of some emotion ; " God forbid you ever have 
cause to regret the hour in which for the first time 
you behold the features of your mother's ^early friend 
and companion !" 

" My mother's early friend and companion !" ex- 
claimed Yilleta, with a look of amazement, while 
Lionel gave a start of surprise. " You, madam ? you 
our dear mother's early friend ?" 

" Yes, even I, my dear child — Margaret Leslie — 
once 'Margaret Colonnel — Was, in years gone by, the 
bosom companion of sweet Ellen Courtney." 

" Margaret Colonnel !" cried both Lionel and Vil- 
leta in the same breath. 

" You have heard the name before, then ?" 

" Oh ! yes ! yes ! — often — often have wo heard our 
dear mother speak of Margaret Colonnel, and wonder 
if she were living or dead!" cried Villeta, excitedly. 
" And you are really Margaret Colonnel ?" 

" I am. Miss Linden." 

" Oh I let me embrace you, as our dedr mother 
would do if she were living !" rejoined Villeta, spring- 
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ing forward and throwing her arms around the neck 
of Mrs. Leslie — who, as she returned the embrace of 
the pure, innocent girl, burst into tears. 

"And permit me to grasp the hand of our dear 
mother's early friend !'' said Lionel, in a choking 
voice, as he arose, and, with feeble step, advanced to 
Mrs. Leslie. " It is such a rare sight to us to behold 
the face of a friend !*' he added, with tearful eyes, as 
his thin, transparent hand closed nervously upon hers. 

" Ah I poor orphans ! would to God I had found you 
sooner !" said Mrs; Leslie, in a choking voice. 

" Lionel ! dear Lionel ! dear brother ! beware of 
this excitement!'' exclaimed Yilleta, in alarm, ^s she 
turned and anxiously gazed upon his thin, hollow, 
ghastly features, now quivering with a newly awakened 
emotion. "Better lie down on the bed, dear brother, 
and compose yourself!" 

"I will," ho said, faintly— "for I find I am very 
weak." 

Yilleta and Mrs. Leslie assisted him upon the bed, 
where, for some miniltes, he remained quiet, completely 
exhausted with the unusual effort he had made to give 
his mother's early friend a cordial greeting. 

" Doubtless you think it very strange," said Mrs. 
Leslie to Yilleta, as she drew* her aside and resumed 
the conversatjion in a more quiet tone, " that your poor, 
dear mother lost all trace of one to whom she was a 
true friend in youth, and whom, I have reason to sup- 
pose, she ever held in affectionate remembrance !" 

" Oh ! she di4 indeed love you, dear madam !" re- 
sponded Yilleta, warmly; "and many is the time I 
have heard her speak of Margaret Golonnel, and wonder 
if she were living; but she came at last to think you 
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were no more of this world — for she argued, if you 
were living, you would certainly write to her." 

" And — and — she really knew not what had become 
of me ?'' inquired Mrs. Leslie, turning pale and ap- 
pearing much agitated. 

"She did not indeed." 

" Did she ever tell you anything of my history ?" 

" All I remember of her saying was, that — *' 

" Well^ speak out V said Mrs. Leslie, as Yilleta sud* 
denly paused, in some confusion. 

" You will not be ofifended, my dear madam ?" 

" No, indeed, my sweet girl !** 

" She said you were a foundling !" rejoined Villcta. 

" That is true !" sighed the other — "I never knew 
father or mother. But what did she say of my going 
away from the family with whom I lived ?*' 

" I only remember hearing her say you were not 
treated well, and that you suddenly disappeared, and 
no trace of you could be found afterward." 

''Then no one really knew what had become of 
me !" said Mrs. Leslie, inquiringly. 

" No one, so far as I could understand." 

Mrs. Leslie seemed much relieved by this answer ; 
and after a short pause, she resumed : 

" I will make all the addition in the history of my- 
self that will be of any immediate interest to you. 
Miss Linden." 

" Pray call me Villeta !" said the other : " Miss Lin- 
den is too formal an appellation to come from the lips 
of a dear friend of my dear mother." 

" Ah ! sweet girl, you make me love you !" cried 
Mrs. Leslie, catching Yilleta to her bosom ; " and this 
20 the happiest moment I have experienced for many 
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a long year. You must pardon these tears — they are 
tears of happiness !'' she added, in a low, tremulous 
voice, hiding her face in her handkerchief. *' Ah ! 
you weep too, poor girl ! and you, too, have experi- 
* m enced the bitterness of a lonely, desolate life — a life 
without the sympathy of congenial friends ! Oh ! 
that I had sought aild found you sooner ! but there 
were reasons " 

She stopped, dried her eyes hastily, and resumed, 
as if anxious to turn the conversation : 

" I was about to tell you something of my history, 
Villeta ; and I will also tell you something of your 
mother — which, though it may not be new to you, will 
at least prove that I am no impostor.'' 

" Oh ! dear madam, do not for a moment suppose 
I harbor so base a thought!*' replied Villeta. 

** I do not, my child ! I can see, in your clear eye 
and sweet face, that you are innocence itself — and 
the pure and innocent are seldom suspicious ; but still 
this is, in many respects, a bad world ; and the confi- 
ding and trusting are often deceived— as, alas ! I know 
too well. 

" Your mother, Villeta, was born in Dover, and her 
father was at one time a wealthy merchant. When I 
knew Ellen Courtney, she was a lovely girl — ^younger 
than yourself, and equally as beautiful — and she was 
then an heiress, whose society was courted by the op- 
pulent and fashionable. But she was not proud and 
haughty, as wealthy beauties too frequently are ; she 
was all kindness, sweetness, and gentleness — and she 
did not disdain the companionship of one who was, so 
to speak, without name, or kindred, or friends — I 
mean my unworthy self. The family with whom I 
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lived, and who had brought me up from infancy — who 
had taken me from the foundling hospital, in fact — 
were near neighbors of her family, and visited back 
and forth ; and Ellen, your mother, unlike the rest, 
treated me as an equal — for she saw, dear soul, how I 
was slighted by others — and I became her confidante 
and bosom friend. How I loved her, Villeta !— oh ! 
how wildly, how madly, I loved her for this !" 

Mrs. Leslie paused to wipe away a tear, and re- 
sumed : 

^^ I was not in general treated well, even by the fam- 
ily with whom I lived ; I was looked down upon as a 
poor foundling, and taught to feel my dependence ; 
and this chafed my proud spirit — for I had a proud 
spirit, even then ; and as I grew older, I resolved to 
break away from all restraint, and go, I knew not, cared 
not, whither. Unexpectedly my design was favored. I 
met, by accident, a gentleman — at least, I thought him 
such — who declared he had conceived a passion for me. 
I kept my secret, and, by appointment, we met again. 
He poured into my too willing ear a tale of love and de« 
votion, and urged me to fly with him. I consented 
readily — for I then cared little what might become of 
me, so I should quit England forever. Our third meet- 
ing was on board of a vessel which bore us to the West 
Indies. 

^' Let me pass over years of trouble and suffering ! 
Years after, in the fashionable thoroughfare of New 
York, I met Ellen Courtney, leaning on the arm of a 
noble-looking gentleman. Surprised, startled, and 
agitated by the most powerful emotions, I fortunately 
still retained sufficient presence of mind and power of 
will to drop my veil ; but my brain reeled, and it was 

18 
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only by a great effort I kept myself from sinking down 
at her feet. She did not see my face, however — knew 
not that I was near her — and passed on." 

" And why did you not speak to her ?** cried Ville- 
ta. " Oh ! it would have made hjBr so happy ! Surely, 
Mrs. Leslie, you do not think she had done you any 
wrong ?" 

" Oh ! no, sweet, artless child — ^not she ! but per- 
haps I had done myself wrong ?" 

*^ You certainly did wrong in not speaking to 
her I" 

^' Let that pass, Yilleta ; and, believe me, I did what 
I then thought for the best. In truth, I felt myself 
unworthy to approach a being so good and pure — and 
we never met again. I followed her, however, at a 
distance, and traced her to her home. I then set on 
foot inquiries, and learned more of her history. Her 
parents were dead : her mother had died in Dover : 
her father had failed in business, and, with her, had 
come to America, to perish here, almost in want ; and 
Ellen herself was then the happy wife of your father, 
a merchant of some note. 

" A few months after my unexpected meeting with 
your mother," pursued Mrs. Leslie, " I left New 
York, and came to this city, and have resided here 
ever since. ' I heard no more of your parents, till, 
one morning, some five years ago, I was startled and 
stocked, by reading an account of the sudden disap- 
pearance of Eldridge Linden, coupled with a heavy 
bank robbery. I was not sure then that the Eldridge 
Linden mentioned was the husband of Ellen Courtney 
— ^for, till that moment, I had Supposed him still in 
New York — ^but my heart misgave me, as the name 
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was the same— and the name, in its combination, was 
a most uncommon one/' 

" Yes," sobbed Villeta, " poor papa failed in busi- 
ness in New York ; but we had friends then ; and, 
through their influence, he secured the office of cash- 
ier in the Bank of this city. We had only 

been here about a year, and were beginning to feel 
prosperous and happy once more,, when that terrible 
event plunged us into the very abyss of woe." 

^' And your dear mother !" said Mrs. Leslie, in a 
tremulous voice — " I wonder the blow did not kill her 
at once !" 

" It crushed her !" sobbed Villeta ; " but she lived, 
a sort of living death, for three years, and then 
her gentle spirit took its flight to a better world !*' 

'^ How I longed to seek her out, and come to her in 
her hour of heart ddSolation !" continued Mrs. Les- 
lie ; " for though not positively certain, I could not 
but believe that the Eldridge Linden, who had so mys- 
teriously disappeared, was the husband of sweet Ellen 
Courtney ; but the same reasons which had deterred 
me from speaking to her when we met in New York, 
still restrained me from doing what my feelings 
prompted. I did wrong in keeping back, I now hum- 
bly confess, and may God forgive me !" 

Mrs. Leslie again hid her face for a moment, and 
then hastily added : 

" After the excitement of that terrible afiair 4ied 
away, I heard no more of the family of Linden till 
quite recently, when I was startled at hearing Mr. 
Warren mention your name, with the request that I 
would call upon you. I am here now, and hope to 
make some atonement for the past ! Villeta, you 
must leave this house and come and live with me !" 



196 THE artist's BRU)B« 

^^ I thank jou for your kindness, dear madam !" 
said Yilleta, with heightened color ; ^^ but our circum* 
stances " 

" Nay," interrupted the other, warmly, " begin no 
form of denial, for I will accept of none ! Money is 
not to be taken into consideration in a matter which 
so deeply concerns the heart as this does mine ! I 
have means at present — and, while they remain, you 
shall not want ! I am now living alone, and there is 
room in my dwfiling for the children of sweet Ellen 
Courtney. Come ! you shall even go with me now, 
and see how you like the place and the accommoda- 
tions — it is but a step from here." 

Villeta hesitated. 

" To-morrow, perhaps " she began. 

" Now!*' interrupted Mrs. Leslie, in a playful, pos- 
itive tone. " You shall not dafcy me this pleasure, 
even though I be compelled to appeal to your bro- 
ther." 

^* Go, sister, since our kind friend seems so anx- 
ious!" said Lionel. 

" But I have already left you once to-day, dear 
brother !" rejoined Villeta. 

" And what of that ? I did not suffer in your ab- 
sence. Of course Mrs. Leslie must not suppose I 
urge you to go for any mercenary motive !" he added ; 
^'but as she is desirous you should make a friendly 
visit to her dwelling, your doing so will afford her 

pleasure." 

"You are right, Mr. Linden," said Mrs. Leslie, 
" and I thank you for your support of my proposal. 
Come, Villeta, you have no excuse now !** she added, 
playfully. 
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Thus urged, Villeta yielded assent to the proposi- 
tion of her guest; aod as she began to make her 
toilet for the street, Mrs. Leslie drew her chair up to 
the bed, and entered into conTersation with the 
brother. 

*< How long bare yon been Buffering ?" she io- 
qnired, in a tone of sympathy. 

" It ia more than a year since I have been able to 
perform any labor," replied Lionel. 

" And what was the cause of yonr disease ?" 

*' I took cold, while working one day in the run, 
uaisting in storing some goods that were exposed on 
the wharf," he answered, with a deep sigh. "I 
might have got well of that perhaps, but I could not 
afford to be idle — for we bad become much reduced — 
were poor in fact — and I could not bear the thought 
th*t my dear sister sbonld become a slave of the 
aeedle ; and so " 

" And BO," joined in Villeta, completing the sen- 
tence for her brother,- who seemed to speak with much 
difficulty — " against my advice, my will, my prayers, 
my entreaties, he returned to his hard labor, while 
unfit to go abroad, took more cold, lost health and 
strength, and is what you now behold — the sad wreck, 
alas ! of Lionel Linden." 

" And had I come to see yofi ere then, perhaps 
this had never been — God forgive me!" rejoined Mrs. 
Leslie, sadly and earnestly, and with' doep self- 
reproach, as sbe monmfully gazed upon the solemn 
spectacle of a young man, in the very prime of manhood, 
slowlywasting away, and going down, as it were inch by 
inch, into the dark and silent tomb. "We cannot 
recall the past," she continued ; " but the present ia 
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ours — and, with God's help, I will atone for some of 
the errors of my life !*' 

Lionel made a sign for her to draw nearer; and 
raising himself on his elbow, he said, in a low, solemn 
tone, that did not reach the ear of Villeta : 

"Mrs. Leslie, you say our mother was your friend, 
and that you would be a friend to us ! Then when I 
am gone — and it will be soon — I feel that death is 
near — ^take care of my sweet sister ! be to her a true 
friend, counsellor and protector! and she will love 
you, and God will reward you !*' 

"I will !*' said Mrs. Leslie, in a choking voice, as 
she took his thin hand in hers, and gave it a gentle, 
earnest pressure : " I will, as I hope for mercy !" 

" God bless you !" murmured Lionel, sinking back 
on the pillow; "I shall die easier now." 

" Good-by !" said Mrs. Leslie, as she turned away 
to conceal her emotion: "I shall soon call upon 
you again, and do something more for your hap- 
piness." 

" How do you feel now, dear Lionel ?" inquired Vil- 
leta — as, prepared for her walk, she approached the 
bed, and bent tenderly over her dying brother. 

"Happier than usual," he answered, with a faint 
Bmile. 

" And I," she sighed, "am more depressed ! I feel 
strangely — as if something were going to happen — I 
would rather not go." 

"Go, sister, sweet sister, go — ^you must not give 
way to these foolish fancies !" said Lionel. 

"Good-by, dear brother!" said Villeta, tenderly 
and sadly, as she pressed her trembling lips to his : "I 
will be back soon." 
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She turned, and hastened out of the room, and 
down the stairs — but at the bottom of the steps she 
stopped, as if she had forgotten something, and said, 
hastily : 

'^Excuse me, Mrs. Leslie — I will be back in a 
moment/' 

With this she flew up to her room, pretended to look 
for something, and, again approaching the bed, said, 
anxiously and tenderly : 

^' Are you sure you feel quite as well as usual, dear 
brother ?*' 

" Quite, my fond sister ! and much happier — for we 
are not without friends." 

She bent over him, and looked fondly into his 
large, bright eyes, and upon his pale, wasted fea- 
tures; and then kissing him, again and again, she 
murmured : 

" Good-by ! and God bless you !" 

"Good-by! and God bless you!" was his fervent 
response- 
She walked to the door, and stopped, and looked 
back. His large, bright eyes were turned toward 
her, and a bright, happy smile rested calmly on his 
pale features. Villeta gazed for a moment, in sisterly 
fondness — smiled sweetly on him in return — kissed her 
hand in playful adieu — and disappeared from his 
sight. 

'Ah ! little did she then think it was her last 
farewell ! 

She disappeared from his sight! Tcs, from that 
mortal sight which should look upon her no more for- 
ever ! 

Why did she turn back, after first quitting the 
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chamber of her brother? Was it for another look 
from those fond eyes? for another kiss from those 
pale lips? for another affectionate word from that 
loving heart ? for another smile from that noble soul ? 
She had them all now — warm, fresh, and pure — ^in the 
innermost and holiest temple of her spirit! And 
she had the last that could ever be hers! Never 
again would those fond eyes gaze upon her! those 
pale lips kiss her ! that loving heart speak to her ! 
that noble soul smile upon her through its tabernacle 
of clay ! 

The sun was less than an hour above its glorious 
bed of crimson and gold, when Villeta left her owu 
humble dwelling to visit the elegant abode of Mrs. 
Leslie. All was bright, and cheerful, and gay, to the 
heart that had happiness within. The sun had set, 
and twilight grey was creeping, like a mist, over the 
great city, when, with eager steps and palpitating 
heart, Villeta returned to her humble home. 

An hour — but little more than an hour — an infini- 
tesimal point in time — a nothing in eternity ! 

And yet, Great God, what a terrible thing is an 
hour, when the awful messengers of Thy will roll up 
to human view, from the inscrutable depths of Thy 
wisdom, the accomplishment of an inexorable Des* 
tiny ! 



THB DEED IS DONB. 201 



CHAPTER XVII. 



THB DBBD IS DONB. 



YiLLETA had been gone some three quarters of an 
hour, the last golden rays of the setting sun -were 
gilding the roofs^ domeS| cupolas and spires of the 
city, and Lionel was quietly reposing on his bed, mu- 
sing upon death and eternity, -when he was slightly 
startled by hearing a quick step upon the stairs, and 
the next moment Leon Dupree sprung into the room. 
His face was very pale, and he seemed to be laboring 
under intense excitement. 

*^ Ah ! Mr. Linden, are you alone ?" he said, quick- 
ly, glancing eagerly about the apartment. 

" I am, just at present — ^why do you ask ?" replied 
Lionel, raising himself in bed, and looking anxiously 
at Leon. 

"Your sister — ^Villeta — ^is she not here!" oried 
Leon, in a tone of alarm. 

" No ! she went out, a short time since, wit]i your 
friend and ours — Mrs. Leslie!" answered Lionel, 
quickly, beginning to grow much excited. 

" Oh ! great Heaven !" exclaimed Leon, sinking 
down upon a chair, and covering his eyes with his 
hands. 

"What is it?" gasped Lionel, putting his hand 
to his throat. " Great God ! has anything hap- 
pened ?" 

" Oh ! I cannot, dare not, tell you !" rejoined Leon. 
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" Speak ! oh ! my God ! speak !" cried Lionel — 
while his thin, wasted features grew more ghastly, his 
large, hollow eyes seemed almost starting from their 
sockets, and the blue veins on his forehead and tem- 
ples began to swell and grow livid. " Speak !" he 
cried, springing from the bed, and grasping the arm 
of Leon with the strength of a strong man — the 
strength which the spirit, stimulatied by the most pow- 
erful emotions, concentrated for the moment upon the 
worn-out muscles of the dying body it stilL inhabited. 
" Speak ! I implore you ! Villeta, my sister— my 
sweet sister — ^Villeta — what has happened to her ?" 

" Oh !" said Leon, looking up in alarm — real alarm 
this time — for those great, glaring eyes seemed burn- 
ing down into his very soul — and there was something 
awful in the concentrated terror of that thin, ghastly 
face, with its swollen and livid veins almost bursting 
with the upward pressure of the anguished heart: 
" Oh ! Mr. Linden — ^be calm — I beseech you !" 

" Speak !" reiterated Lionel, in a husky, hollow 
voico, griping the arm of Leon with the gripe of a 
vice. " My sister— Villeta — what of her ? In God's 
name, I command you, speak !" 

" I — I — fear she is — is killed !" stammered the young 
villain, hardly knowing himself what he said. 

" Killed ?" gasped LioneL 

" It might not have been her — there — be calm !*' 
said Dupree, excitedly. ^^I only saw a lady, who 
looked like her, run over and picked up for dead." 

Lionel stoofd for a moment, the picture of horror — 
his mouth ajar — ^his eyes almost bursting from their 
sockets — ^his breath suspended. Then there came a 
long, terrible, gasping, choking inhalation— his thin 
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handa convulaively clutched his heart and chest — and, 
half spinning round, he staggered forward, and pitched 
upon the bed, face downward. 

"Oh! good God! what have I done!" exclaimed 
Leon, starting up and springing to him. "ilj dear 
friend," he said, taking hold of him — " do not let this 
news excito you! it might Dot have been Villeta I 

He turned him over as be Bpoke — there came a 
rushing, gurgling sound — and the next moment Leon 
beheld a large stream of blood gush from the lips of 
his victim, and spread its horrible crimson over the 
white ground of the bed. He started hack in real 
horror — for he was as yet unfamiliar with the awful 
crime of murder ; and this was murder he had done — 
murder in heart, if not in deed — and would so be re- 
corded ngainst him on the great scroll of eternity. 

"Help! help !" he called, spnngingont of theroom, 
and down the stairs, and bursting into an apartment 
on the lower floor, where a poor woman, with an in- 
fant in her arms, was busily plying . her needle to 
procure the necessaries of life. " Quick !■" he otied 
— " run up stairs ! the young man has burst a blood- 
vessel, and I fear is dying! I will fly for a doctor !" 

The woman started up in alarm, put her child on 
the floor, and hurried up the stairs ; while Leon rushed 
oat into the street, half bewildered and terrified at his 
own guilty deed. 

As he darted from Churchyard Court into Fourth 
street, and turned northward, he suddenly encountered 
the boy, who, unknown to him, had followed him 
hither, and was now awaiting his reappearance. The 
youth was really startled at Ending himself so on-* 
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expectedly confronted with Leon Dupree; but with 
wonderful self-control, he commanded his feelings and 
his nerves, and the latter was too much excited to have 
noticed him even had he not done so. 

"Boy! will you serve me? — ^say ! will y«u serve 
me?" cried Leon, excitedly, thrusting his hand into 
his pocket, and producing several pieces of silver coin, 
which he almost forced into the hand of the youth. 
" There — take that— and run for the first physician 
you can find ! and bring him to the first house on this 
court ! Say a young man has ruptured a blood-vessel, 
and is not expected to live from one minute to an- 
other ! If you get a physician here before I do, I 
will reward you handsomely. There ! away ! away !" 

The boy took the money, and started up Fourth 
street on a run ; and Leon, turning back, hastened 
down Fourth to Lombard, and down Lombard toward 
the Delaware. When near the river, he stopped, took 
out his handkerchief, and wiped the perspiration from 
his face; and then seating himself upon a stick of 
timber, he began to ruminate, and collect his 
thoughts, 4tnd prepare himself for whatever might 
follow. 

" Well," he said, menti^y, " tho deed is done 1 
and horribly done it was ! I knew it would take 
nerve — but I was hardly prepared for that unearthly 
look of his ! Ugh ! my blood runs cold even now at 
the bare recollection ! And then such a gripe as he 
had upon my poor arm ! it pains me yet ! By my 
soul ! he terrified me so, that, repenting of my design, 
I would have saved him — only my tongue, more true 
to my purpose than my cursed nerves, blundered out 
the very words that were wanted to seal his doom« 
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Well, since I have gone so far, I hope it is safely over 
Tfith him — for he would have died soon, and I have 
saved him a great deal of misery — but if ever I at- 
tempt to frighten another to death, may I be ! 

^^ No^ then I must proceed so as to escape even 
suspicion V pursued the plotting villain* ^^ Let me 
see ! Shall I go to Mrs. Leslie's, and meet Yilleta 
as if nothing had happened, and so walk home with 
her, and with her discover the awful truth ? No, that 
will not do ; for even should we find the brother 
dead — or too far gone to speak — the woman in the 
house, who saw me, might tell her I had been there 
before* Shall I then hurry to her, and say that, hav- 
ing called upon her brother, I found him laboring 
under great excitement, and that this excitement 
finally brought on a fit of coughing, during which he 
ruptured an artery ? Ah ! this is a good tale to tell, 
providing Lionel does not live long pnough to contra- 
dict it ; but I need not tell it prematurely to Yilleta, 
and be a witness of her first paroxysms of grief ! No, 
there is no need of that — and Heaven knows I have 
seen enough of horrors for the present ! Ah ! I have 
it ! I will remain here till dark — which is not far off 
—and then I will cautiously return, ascertain how * 
matters are, and be guided by circumstances. Yes, 
this is the best I can do. I hope Mrs. Leslie will not 
suspect the part I played ; but even if she does, she 
knows her interest too well to give voice to her 
thoughts. Yes, I will remain here ; and, at the worst, 
I can account for my absence, by saying I went for a 
physician, and could not find one. If any testimony 
in the case should be needed to clear me of suspicion, 
I can bring forward Dr. Qregory, who himself in* 
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formed me, not long since, that it was not improbable 
the invalid might die suddenly from strangulation, 
caused by the rupture of an artery. Yes, this is my 
plan, for the world ! and now I will take a walk. 
How cursed warm it is !" 

Leaving Leon Dupree — a true son of his father — to 
pursue his walk and his vile meditations, let us return 
to the chamber of the dying brother. 

When Mrs. Morley, the poor woman whom Leon 
sent up to his victim, entered the apartment of Lionel 
Linden, she found him literally weltering in his own 
blood, and already in the agony of strangulation. 
The horrible sight so shocked and terrified her, that 
she lost all control of her nerves, which refused her 
support, and she sunk down upon a seat, sick, faint 
and stupefied, and fixed her eyes upon the poor suf- 
ferer with a kind of morbid fascination. These 
moments were preciQus — for Lionel, for want of assist- 
ance, was even then choking and strangling to death — 
and his poor, weak, wasted frame was convulsed with 
sufibcation. In his first convulsive agony, he had 
turned upon his face, and his hands had clinched in 
the bed, and he was now too weak to regain the posi- 
tion necessary for air, even had he not been too far 
gone to be conscious of what was required to prolong 
his earthly existence. His spirit was struggling to 
quit its frail tenement, and nature was struggling 
with death, and his gurgling groans and convulsions 
were awfully heart-sickening to hear and behold. 

And yet Mrs. Morley sat, and heard, and saw, but 
offered no assistance. Poor woman ! she was not to 
blame — for she was chained to her seat by a power 
beyond her control — and she sufiered agonies almost 
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equal to those of him she gazed upon. She had never 
witnessed a scene like this before ; the sight of blood 
made her faint ; she was terrified almost out of her 
wits ; and she knew not what to do, even had she pos- 
sessed the power to move and act. Her voice, too, 
that might have summoned assistance from her neigh- 
bours, or the street, was not at her command ; and so 
she sat, paralyzed with horror, and gazed, with start- 
ing eyeballs, upon the awful sight, till the moment for 
mortal aid passed by, and the body of poor Lionel 
Linden began to grow still in death. 

At last, too late, the power of voice and motion 
came to her ; and she started up, with a wild shriek, 
and rushed, half frantic, down the stairs to the door, 
and, clinging for support to the casement, called loud- 
ly for help. 

Her neighbours in Churchyard Court heard her, 
and came running to her in alarm. Two gentlemen, 
strangers to each other, who chanced to be passing 
abreast on Fourth street, heard her, and flew to her 
side. 

*' Up there ! up there !" was all the poor woman 
could gasp, as she stood with one hand clinging to the 
casement of the door and the other pointing to the 
stairs. 

And they rushed up the stairs, pell-mell — four wo- 
men and three men — and entered, in breathless haste, 
the awful chamber of death. They comprehended all at 
a glance ; they flew in alarm to the poor sufierer, scarce- 
ly a sufierer now ; they turned him over ; they raised 
him up; they gazed upon his ghastly face, by the 
waning light — that face almost black with strangula- 
tion and red with blood ; they beheld a quivering 
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spasm ; they heard a slight, gargling gasp ; they saw 
a dark stream of blood slowly ooze from his mouth ; 
and they laid him back-— dead — ^in breathless silence — 
and all stood around his bed, thrilled with the solemn 
awe which such a fearful scene of death could not fail 
to inspire. 

Of those who rushed in from Churchyard Court, it 
is not our purpose to speak, for they belong not to 
our story ; but the two men who came from Fourth 
street, at the call of Mrs. Morley, and now stood by 
the death-bed of Lionel Linden, were Herbert Ray- 
mond, the young lawyer, and Julian St. Cloud, the 
young artist — yet to each other they were as yet 
strangers, and had met here by chance. 

The artist, with his pale, classic features — ^his larger 
dreamy eyes — ^his slender, graceful form — with his 
glossy, raYcn locks floating down over his broad, white, 
Byronic collar — ^had a distinguS air, which contrasted 
forcibly with the tall, muscular, ungainly figure, home- 
ly features, and sandy complexion of the lawyer who 
stood beside him ; but both were gazing upon the dead 
with only such feelings as spring from two noble 
hearts ; and in heart, if not in external appearance, 
the lawyer was as comely in the sight of heaven as 
the artist— for angels find beauty only in the heart. 

^^ This is a solemn sight !" said Herbert to Julian, 

^^ Death is always solemn," answered Julian : ^^but 
this comes in the most terrible aspect I ever beheld. 
Who was this young man ? had he no friends V 

" Poor fellow ! I do not know !" answered Herbert; 
^^ but I think the woman we met at the door is a rel- 
ative of the deceased." 

^^ We cannot console her for his.loss/' said Julian, 
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glancing about the apartment ; ^^ but perhaps we can 
aid her to sustain the struggle of life. I am not rich 
— ^but I am alone, in the world — and I have some 
means, thank God ! which I can spare." 

^^ I cannot do much/' responded Herbert ; ^^ but 
the little I can spare shall be freely given. I thank 
you for the suggestion !" 

^^ Mrs. Morley, the poor woman you seed at the 
door, ain't no relation of the poor young man," said 
one of the females present, who overheard the remarks 
of our friends ; '^ but he's got a beautiful sister, as I 
don't see here. Poor cretur ! she'll take it hard when 
she comes in, (I 'spect she's gone out somewhere,) for 
she loved her brother 'most to distraction." 

" Is she poor ?" inquired Herbert, sympathetically. 

'' Rich people don't live in sich places as this here," 
answered the woman, a little tartly. 

^^ True !" rejoined Herbert, somewhat abashed and 
confused at a reply which jarred upon his sensitive 
spirit. ^^ Suppose we remain a few minutes, if you 
think we can be of any service to the sister !" he add- 
ed, turning to Julian. 

" Certainly — ^by all means!" replied the artist. 

The two turned away to the window, and the eye 
of Julian fell upon the back ^of the painting which 
Leon had brought hither and had not yet taken 
away. It stood on the work-stand, leaning against 
the wall, and Julian carelessly took it up and turned 
it over. The moment he beheld the beautiful face, 
which he had himself painted some months before, and 
recently sold to Leon Dupree for the sum of two 
hundred dollars, he started, and involuntarily uttered 
an exclamation of surprise, which drew other eyes 
upon the picture. 14 
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'^ Ah! that's the poor, dear gal herself!" said the 
same woman who had before addressed the lawyer and 
the artist. "Ain't she beautiful ? Poor child !" 

" Who — ^who — is this ?" gasped Julian, facing round 
to the speaker, and fairly trembling with strange emo- 
tions. 

" Why, it's the sister I telled you about — the sister 
of him what lies dead there — ^poor cretur !" 

" Great God ! is it possible !" murmured Julian, 
handing the painting to the lawyer, and turning away 
to conceal the emotions he could not suppress. 

" Can this be a likeness of the girl V* said Herbert 
in surprise. 

"It cannot be!" answered Julian, mechanically, 
keeping his face toward the window. 

" Then you know her?" said Herbert. 

" Me ? no I but — ^it may be — ^you heard what the 
woman said !" stammered Julian, in some confusion. 

" Well," rejoined Raymond, " it is the most lovely 
face I ever beheld ; and I think it most exquisitely 
executed, though I do not profess to be a connoisseur. 
I would I knew the artist !" 

Julian made no reply — but seating himself on tha 
lounge, looked out of the window. Strange and power- 
ful emotions were busy in his breast ; and he wanted 
to think, to fancy, to dream, to hope, but not to speak. 

Meanwhile, some of the females present had been 
busy with the dead — getting water, washing off the 
blood, and removing the crimson-dyed sheets — that 
the spectacle, which must soon be presented to the 
fond sister, might be less horribly shocking than they 
themselves had witnessed. It was that true, delicate, 
unselfish kindness on their part, of which the human 
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heart, ia every grade of life, is seldom foand wanting 
aader circaiustances calculated to awaken its innate 
sympathies. Men may preach aa they will of the 
natural depravity of the human heart — but their doc- 
trine is false ! and a Ubel on their fellows and their 
Creator ! The human heart ia not naturally depraved ; 
it may become artificially so ; but even in the worst, 
there are times when the God-given germ of ** good 
will to man" bursts forth spontaneously, and spreads 
the holy light, which angels bask in, over the spirit 
long inured to vice and crime. 

A physician now appeared upon the soene, con- 
ducted hither by the boy who bad been sent to summon 
him by the dark author of the deed. There was no 
occasion for bim now, and he made a brief stay. He 
walked up to the corpse, felt tbe wrist and heart — al- 
ready cotd — asked a few questions, and took his de- 
parture. The boy looked eagerly about the deatb- 
chamber — noted each object — scanned every face — 
but spoke not a word. When tbe physician retired, 
he quietly followed him down to the door ; and stepping 
outside, he leaned against the old building, in an atti- 
tude of meditation. 

Tbe shadows of advancing night were fast gathering 
over tbe solemo scene, when Mrs. Morloy, who bad 
quietly entered the apartment, and was standing by 
one of the windows, exclaimed, with a sigh : 

" Ah ! here comes the poor sister, accompanied by 
a lady ! God help her ! She must be prepared for 
the blow, or the shock may kill her !" 

As she spoke, Mrs. Morley hurried down tbe stairs ; 
and all present crowded to tbe windows, and there 
stood looking out, and listening, and awaiting the 
result in breathless silence. 



212 THB ABTIST*S BRIDB. 



CHAPTER XVm. 

THB FIBST SHOOK AND THB VISIOIT. 

It will be remembered that Yilleta Linden had a 
presentiment of coming evil e^en before she took a 
tender leaye of her brother to accompany Mrs. Leslie 
to her home. This presentiment did not leave her 
while she was away, but continually pressed upon her 
spirits, making her sad and gloomy* She strove to 
east it off as a mere fancy — and she kept up an ani- 
mated conversation with Mrs. Leslie for this purpose 
— but all the time her heart felt heavy, and she 
longed to hasten back to him she loved. 

While on the way to her residence, Mrs. Leslie inter- 
ested Yilleta by speaking of her mother and brother, 
and assuring the poor girl how happy she was in 
having found, even at that late period, the children 
of Ellen Courtney, and she hoped she could yet make 
some atonement for her seemingly cruel withdrawal 
from one who had been her friend when she was oth- 
erwise friendless. 

^' But I must charge you not to even hint to Mr. 
Warren that I knew your mother, or anything of her, 
or her family T' she said, somewhat parenthetically, 
in the course of her remarks. ^^This request may 
surprise you — ^but there are reasons for it, which I will 
explain at another time." 

"I will not speak of it," replied Villeta, "and I 
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will caution Lionel also. By-the-way, did I not 
understand that you and Mr. Warren are related ?" 

" Yes, distantly." 

" Then you know something of your family, not- 
withstanding you were a foundling ?" rejoined Villeta. 

" Oh, yes — that is — something — yes !" stammered 
Mrd. Leslie, with a confusion that would have attracted 
notice and excited suspicion in a suspicious breast, 
though it passed unremarked by Villeta. " Yes — I 
will explain," pursued Mrs. Leslie. "Ah! here we 
are — this is my residence — and now let me welcome 
the daughter of my early friend to a dwelling which 
I trust will soon be her home.'* 

They entered the house, and Villeta was delighted 
with the taste^ neatness and elegance everywhere dis- 
played ; and Mrs. Leslie would have her visit every 
apartment: then tea was announced, and she was 
obliged to remain or seem rude ; but the moment she 
could politely get away, she did so, and hurried back 
to her brother, Mrs. Leslie accompanying her. 

"Bless me! how fast you walk, Villeta — I shall 
soon be out of breath !" said Mrs. Leslie, playfully, 
as they hurried along the street. 

" Pardon me !" replied Villeta, slackening her pace ; 
" in my selfish haste to get home, I had overlooked the 
fact of putting my friend to inconvenience." 

" But why are you in such haste, Villeta ?" 

"I hardly know," answered Villeta, excitedly: 
" I am troubled : I fear I shall not find dear Lionel 
as well as when I left him." 

" Nonsense, my dear child ! Why, it is scarcely 
more than an hour since he assured you he felt better 
than usuaL" 
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" I know it — perhaps I am foolish — but we cannot 
altogether gOTern our feelings. I think he acted 
strangely — it may be all my fancy^ — ^but God send I find 
him no worse !" 

And excited by her fears, Yilleta unconsciously 
quickened her pace, and pressed forward with eager 
steps and palpitating heart. The moment she got a 
sight of her humble abode, she looked anxiously up 
at the windows of her apartment, and exclaimed : 

^^ Oh ! something has happened ! for there is Mrs. 
Morley at the window. And see !" she added, 
clutching convulsively the arm of Mrs. Leslie — 
" there are others — strangers — the room is full ! — 
oh ! great God ! support me !" 

The youth who stood leaning against the building, 
with his face turned from the entrance, heard the 
words of Yilleta, and looked curiously around at the 
new-comers ; but the moment he caught a view of the 
features of the speaker and her companion, he started 
suddenly, turned as pale as death, and trembled in 
every limb. Both, however, were too much occupied 
with more serious matters to notice him ; and perceiv- 
ing this, he quickly recovered himself, and leisurely 
crossing the narrow alley, took up his position against 
the church-yard wall, near the corner of Fourth 
street, where, somewhat in shadow himself, he could 
face the dwelling without attracting attention, and 
see and hear what was taking place nearly opposite. 

Mrs. Morley, pale and trembling, met the pale and 
trembling Yilleta at the steps of her dwelling. 

" My brother ?" almost shrieked Yilleta. 

" Pray, be calm. Miss Linden !'' said the agitated 
Mrs. Morley, grasping the hands of the poor orphan. 



THB FIRST SHOCK AND THE VISION. 216 

" My brother ? speak ! my brother T* cried Villeta. 
"Oh, God! you do not answer!'* she continued, 
raising her voice, and quivering in every nerve with 
her intense excitement. '^ He is worse ! he is dying ! 
he is dead ! You dare not speak — he is dead ! — he is 
dead !— oh, my God ! oh, my God ! he is dead !!' 

The last words were uttered in a piercing shriek of 
anguish, and Villeta sunk into the arms of Mrs. 
Leslie. 

A lady, who was ambling by on a black palfrey , 
heard these piercing words of anguish, and saw Vil- 
leta fall swooning into the arms of her companion, 
who lifted and bore her into the house, while other 
persons from different quarters came hurrying upon 
the scene. She quickly turned her horse into a nar* 
row alley, and perceiving the boy, said : 

" Pray tell me what is the matter here V 

"Misery !" replied the youth, sententiously : " the 
world is full of it." 

" I know that^my little philosopher, or cynic," 
rejoined Grace De Vere — for the lady was no other — 
" but of what does this particular misery consist ?" 

" Death, and grief, and poverty — perhaps treach- 
ery — a not unusual combination!" replied the youth, 
bitterly. 

"Will you condescend to be more explicit?" re- 
turned Grace, a little tartly — " or shall I inquire of 
some one else ?" 

"I only know that a young man, up stairs yonder, 
ruptured a blood vessel, a short time since, and is now 
dead ; and the lady you heard shriek, and saw faint, 
I conjecture from her words to be his sister !" answered 
the boy, sullenly. " If you want to know more, you 
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had better go inside and ask those who can tell joa 



more." 



" And so I will, my little crab-apple, if I can find 
any one to hold my palfrey," replied Grace ; " for I 
have means, and perhaps I can do something to alle- 
viate the distress of those who have the double weight 
of grief and poverty to crush them down." 

'^ If your intentions are thus generous, I will be 
your groom," said the boy, stepping forward and 
putting his hand upon the rein ; ^^ for true generosity is 
a rare virtue, especially among the wealthy." 

" You speak bitterly for a youth !" said Grace, as 
she dismounted. 

"Age is in experience, not years," answered the 
other ; " and truth in this world has a bitter twang to 
those not used to it." 

" Come, I like you !" returned Grace, frankly ; 
"and I must know more of you. By my faith, you 
are no common lad !" 

" Better for me if I were, perhaps !" repUed the 
boy. 

" Well, hold my palfrey till I come out, and I will 
talk further with you," rejoined Grace. "You have 
had some bitter experience, or I know little of the 
human heart ; and if I can assist you in any way, you 
shall not have cause to think that all who are rich are 
base." 

" You will find us here," answered the boy ; " one 
brute, and one who envies it." 

" I will not be long," said Grace ; and turning 
away as she spoke, she entered the house of death and 
woe. 

Yilleta had been borne into the apartment occupied 
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by Mrs. Morlej, and laid upon a mattress on the floor, 
which had hurriedly been placed there to receive her 
senseless form ; and Grace, on her entrance, found 
quite a number of persons crowded around the poor 
girl, only two of whom, the good lady of the house 
and Mrs. Leslie, were actively employed in chaf- 
ing her limbs, bathing her temples, and sprinkling 
water in her face, with a view of restoring animation. 

" Good people," spoke Grace, in a polite but posi- 
tive tone, '^ will you be kind enough to stand back and 
give the poor girl air ! for unintentionally you are 
doing her an injury by crowding so close about her." 

Her voice at once attracted general attention to 
herself— her appearance was one to command respect 
— and all who had been merely gratifying a morbid . 
curiosity, at once complied with her request, several 
leaving the room. Grace instantly caught up an old 
fan lying on the table, and, producing a bottle of sal 
volatile from the pocket of her riding dress, kneeled 
down by the side of Yilleta, to assist in her restoration. 

^'How beautiful!" murmured Grace, as she bent 
over her ; ^^ but, alas ! beauty is no protection against 
the miseries of life. Pardon me, ladies, if, as a stran- 
ger, I seem intrusive ! but I assure you my motive is 
a good one. I heard her shriek, and saw her faint, 
and thought it possible I might be of service to her. 
Will you be kind enough to tell me what has hap- 
pened?" 

In as few words as possible, Mrs. Morley gave the 
desired information. * 

" Ah ! poor girl ! poor girl ! what a terrible blow !" 
rejoined Grace, in a tone of commiseration. ^' But 
she is not friendless, I perceive !" she added, glancing 
at Mrs. Leslie, who was shedding t^^x% ^1 ^\^\»x^'%:!^. 
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"No," sobbed the latter, " and never stall be while 
I live ! Ah ! God forgive me, if I am to blame for 
this ! Had she not gone out with me, at my urgent 
request, and against her own inclination, perhaps it 
had not happened ! Did I not understand you to say," 
she continued, addressing I^rs. Morley, " that a gen- 
tleman was with Mr. Linden when he was first at- 
tacked with this hemorrhage of the lungs ?" 

" Yes, and it was he that gave me the information/' 
replied Mrs. Morley. 

" Was it Mr. Warren 7" 

"I don't know his name — but it was the same per- 
son I've seen call here several times of late." 

" Is he here now V* 

" I don't know — he hurried out for a physician, 
and I haven't seen him since. A doctor came a few 
minutes ago, and a boy came with him." 

" Was it the boy I just now saw outside ?" inquired 
Grace. 

"I think it was." 

"Who is he?" 

" I don't know, ma'am — I never saw him before." 

"Hush!" whispered Mrs. Leslie at this moment. 
" Sec ! the poor girl is coming to — we must be care- 
ful not to excite her !" 

Villeta now indeed showed signs of returning con- 
sciousness ; and in a short time she heaved a long 
deep sigh, and opened her eyes. The shades of night 
had been gathering fast within the la^t few minutes, 
and already the light in the room was quite dim, so 
that it was difficult for her, just arousing from her 
swoon, to distinguish the features of those bending 
over heh She looked curiously from one to the other ; 



THB FIRST SHOCK AND THE VISION. 219 

and then fixing her soft, blue eyes upon Grace, she 
murmured : 

" Who are you V 

"A friend,*' answered Grace. 

" I do not know you,*' said Villeta, quietly, but 
without removing her eyes, which had the peculiar, 
glassy gleam of one who sees without a clear compre- 
hension of the object of vision. 

" But you know me, my dear child, do you not ?" 
inquired Mrs. Leslie, in a low, gentle tone. 

Villeta slowly turned her eyes from Grace to the 
speaker, looked at her steadily for a few moments, and 
answered, with a faint smile : 

" Yes, I think I know you — you were my mother's 
friend." 

"I was, dear angel!" replied Mrs. Leslie, in a 
choking voice, as she took the hand of Villeta in hers 
and pressed it gently. And she added, in a lower 
tone, turning aside her face to conceal her emotion : 
" Thank God ! she still retains her reason." 

" And you know Mrs. Morley ?" inquired the poor 
woman, in a gentle, soothing tone. 

" Oh, yes — yes — I know you too !" answered Ville- 
ta, making an effort to rise. " But what are you all 
doing here around me ? what has happened ? Ha !" 
she cried, before any one had time to reply, while a 
fearful change flashed over her lovely countenance — 
" I remember something now ! or did I dream it ? My 
brother — Lionel — something has happened to him !" 

" Dear Villeta, be calm, sweet girl !" said Mrs. Les- 
lie, anxiously. 

" Try to be resigned to the will of God !" said Mrs. 
Morley. 
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^^ Oh ! my God! it is true then ! he is dead !" al- 
most shrieked the poor girl, covering her face with her 
hands, and trembling in every nerve. ^^ You are si- 
lent !" she continued, somewhat wildly : ^^ you do not 
answer me ! Why do you not speak, and contradict 
me ? Say he is worse — say he is very far gone — say 
he is dying — but not dead ! — no, no — not dead ! — oh ! 
great God ! no— not dead ! Only tell me he lives — 
that he will speak once more to his poor sister — if only 
the parting word — and I will bless you !*' 

" Alas ! poor child !'* groaned Mrs. Leslie : " God 
help you to bear up under this terrible affliction !" 

** Oh ! God of mercy ! he is dead then ?" cried Vil- 
leta, wildly. '* And I away from him in his last mo- 
ments ! Oh ! my brain !" she pursued, pressing her 
hands upon her temples. *' Oh ! my poor brain ! — it 
aches — it burns — it is on fire ! I am losing my senses 
— it is growing dark — I cannot see ! Where are you ? 
Good-by ! I am going — going — ^go — " 

The last word died away upon her lips, and she fell 
back upon the bed, as one dead. But as those around 
her were about to apply restoratives, she gently raised 
her hands, and waved them back ; and then stretching 
her hands upward, she exclaimed, almost joyfully : 

^' I see him ! I see him ! he is near me — he is not 
dead — God our Father be praised ! And there — there 
comes my dear mother ! — oh ! how shiningly white and 
beautiful she looks ! and how sweetly she smiles ! 
And there, too, is my dear father, whom the world 
still slanders ! He is no robber — he is an angel in 
glory ! And there are many more behind — a great 
throng ! Hark ! they sing ! and oh ! such heavenly 
music ! it thrills through every nerve, and vibrates on 
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the inner chords of my very soul ! Is this death ? If 
so, then * to die is gain ' — the gain of immortal life 
in glory. Farewell, beloved friends ! I have seen you 
—I know you live — that you are hovering about me — 
and henceforth my spirit shall be strong to bear the 
ills of its mortal race." 

She ceased speaking, drew a long, deep sigh, and 
rbmained still. 

" Oh, God !" groaned Mrs. Leslie — " she has lost 
her reason !" 

" Poor girl !*' sighed Grace. 

At this moment Yilleta suddenly started up, opened 
her eyes, looked quickly around, and burst into tears. 
They were the first that had come to her relief, and 
they gushed forth in torrents. 

" Do you know me ?" inquired Mrs. Leslie, in a 
tremulous voice : ** do you know me, dear Villeta?" 

" Yes," sobbed Villeta, " I know you. Do not be 
alarmed, Mrs. Leslie — these tears are relieving me — I 
am better now. I have just had, oh! such a sweet, 
such a glorious vision of the other world ! I have seen 
all my friends — my dear brother included — and know 
they all live and are happy ; and, for the rest, I can 
bear my grief in hope!" 

^^Then you really did see them?" said Mrs. Leslie, 
wonderingly. 

" Oh, yes !" answered Villeta, almost rapturously — 
*^ 1 saw them all, in their shining robes, and heard 
their songs of happiness and glory ! Come, I am 
calmer now," she added, turning to Mrs. Morley, 
^^ and you must tell me all about my dear brother !" 

" Can you bear it ?" asked Mrs. Morley. 

" Try me, and you shall see." 
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Mrs. Morley told her in as few words as she could, 
avoiding detail, and scarcely touching upon the hor- 
rible scenes which she herself had witnessed. Villeta, 
in spite of herself, cried violently ; but when she had 
heard the other through, she hastily dried her eyes, 
and said : 

" Now, my friends, conduct me to all that remains 
on earth of him I so loved !*' 

They tried to dissuade her from going at once — 
fearing the shock of beholding the corpse of her bro- 
ther might prove more severe than she anticipated — 
but she insisted upon seeing it, declaring that she was 
equal to the sight ; and so, procuring a light, Mrs. Les- 
lie and Grace, one on either side, supported her trem- 
bling frame up the stairs, and into the solemn chamber 
of death, where several persons, among them our 
friends, were silently waiting to witness the result of 
this terrible ordeal. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

IN THE CHAMBER OF DEATH. 

Slowly, trembling in every nerve, Villeta ap- 
proached the bed, where, but little more than an hour 
before, she had taken a tender leave of him who now 
lay still in death. She did not shriek, nor cry aloud, 
when her eyes first rested upon the mortal remains of 
that beloved brother ; but with slow, heavy steps, still 
supported by her companions, she drew up by his side, 
and for a few moments stood and gazed silently upon 
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that Still, cold torm ; and then quietly taking a hand, 
that could return her warm pressure no more forever, 
sho sunk down upon her kaeea, and bedewed it with 
toara that welled up from her Tcrj heart. For the 
space of some five minutes she remained thus, weeping 
and sobbing, nnd uttering low, hoav; moans of an- 
guish, while ail present gathered silently around her, 
and every eye shed tears of sympathy. 

At length she looked up, glanced calmly over the 
weeping group, and in a deep, solemn, impressive 
tone, that rung out clear and distinct through that 
silent chamber, and thrilled all who heard it, sho said: 

" He is not here, but is risen ! God's will he done on 
earth, as it is done in Heaven !" 

There came a low, solemn, responsive "Amen!" 
ftnd all started at the sound, but no one knew who 
spoke. 

Villeta slowly rose, and bending quietly over the 
corpse, pressed the warm lips of life to the cold lips of 
death, and gently murmured : 

" Farewell, dear Lionel ! I resign thee to a happier 
world, till I can meet thee where there will be no more 
parting forever." 

As these words were spoken, each person present 
experienced a strange, unaccountable sensation, which 
seemed to thrill through every nerve and fibre of the 
body, down and into and through all the secret recesses 
of the spirit — a vibration, as it were, of music unheard 
— of music sweet, rapturous, glorious, "holy — producing 
an impression that was never erased through all the 
changing circumstances of life. 

Aa Villeta turned away from the bed, Grace De 
Vere took her by the hand, and in a sweet, earnest, 
sympathetic tone, said : 
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^' Miss Linden, I am a stranger to you, but I hope 
you will let me be your friend ! I have heard enough 
of your history, to learn that you, like myself, are an 
orphan — and this I need not assure you is a hard 
world for the lonely and friendless. I am rich — 
though I do not speak it boastingly — and I want you 
to come and be my companion — ^my sister!" 

"Oh! kind lady, I thank you, from my soul!' 
answered Y illeta, with a gush of tears ; " but I am so 
oppressed and bewildered now, that I know not how to 
reply." 

"Nay, you must not take her away from me !" in- 
terposed Mrs. Leslie. "Her mother was my earliest 
and truest friend, and I have a debt of gratitude to 
pay the daughter." 

"Then your claim upon her, my dear madam, is 
sacred," answered Grace; "but you must permit me 
to call upon her, and share with you her friendship — . 
I trust her love. But," she added, hastily producing 
and opening a card-case that glittered with diamonds, 
"let me not overlook the fact that I am still a stranger 
to you both — and, for lack of a mutual friend, let me 
thus informally introduce myself!" and she handed a 
card to each. 

"I thank you, and beg you will accept mine 
in return !" said Mrs. Leslie, turning away to the 
light. 

" I have none to oflfer you, dear lady !" said Villeta, 
with some slight embarrassment — for even in that 
moment of crushing grief, she could not forget her 
poverty, and the remembrance was humiliating to one, 
proud and sensitive, who had been born, and for many 
years reared, in affluence. 
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" Oh, I want none from you, dear sister — for I will 
call you sister, and love you too !" cried Qrace, im- 
pulsively, throwing an arm around Villeta, and im- 
printing an affectionate kiss upon her lips. ^^Your 
name, dear Villeta, is written where it can never be 
erased — upon my heart. Ah !*' she added, apologeti- 
cally — " you think me a strange, wild being, to intro- 
duce and make myself so familiar at such a time — but 
I am impulsive, seldom govern my feelings, and no one 
could help loving you." 

" Dear lady-: — " 

"Grace! Grace!" interrupted the other. "Lady 
no more — nor madam — nor miss — nor any other formal 
title ! I called you Villeta, and you must use no colder 
term." 

"Dear sister, then," cried Villeta, with a warm 
gush of feeling and a flood of tears, as she threw her- 
self upon the bosom of her new friend, " I think not 
that you are wild, or strange, as you say — but that 
you are an angel, whom Heaven has sent to com- 
fort me in my hour of heaviest grief and deso- 
lation !" 

Had they known all, they might indeed have 
thought that the hand of Heaven had brought them 
together. For was it not strange that, through the 
wisdom of an over-ruling Providence, they should owe 
this meeting, and it might be their future happiness, 
to the workings of the evil genius of Leon Dupree ? 
Had he not encountered Grace that morning, and she 
fled to get rid of him — and, through the consequences 
of his subsequent damnable deed, been checked on her 
return — it is possible, nay probable, that she and 
Villeta had never met — to say nothing of the drawing 

16 
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together, upon the same scene, some other important 
actors in their drama of life, whose destinies, by this 
occurrence, might become mingled with their own. 
God, in his infinite wisdom, can bring great good from 
what, to our short-sighted, imperfect vision, seems 
great evil ;. and could we poor earth-travelers stand 
upon that height of knowledge from whence we could 
overlook the great future, as one upon a mountain's 
brow surveys the scene below, we should perceive 
many a rugged and dangerous path leading to a 
quiet and beautiful place of rest and happiness. 

" Is your name Grace De Vere ?" inquired Mrs. 
Leslie, in a tone of some surprise, as she handed the 
heiress her card, on the withdrawal of the latter from 
the warm, affectionate, and tearful embrace of Villeta. 

" It is — have you heard it before T* said Grace. 

" Often," replied Mrs. Leslie, " have I heard Mr. 
Du— a — that is — I should say — Mr. Warren — speak 
of you in high terms." 

In getting her own card, Mrs. Leslie had glanced 
at the one given her by Grace; and the name, which 
she had more than once heard Leon mention, coupled 
with his own ambitious designs, had quite startled her. 

" Mr. Warren !" mused Grace — " I have not the 
pleasure of knowing him ; and I fancy," she added, 
with a touch of her wonted pleasantry, " he knows 
very little of me, since you say he speaks of me in 
terms of commendation." 

"Oh, I know him!" said Villeta; "ho has been 
very kind to us; and — and— and — my poor brother 
thought him a true friend." 

" Oh, then it is the gentleman who " 

Grace was about to add, " who was with Mr. Linden 
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before he died," when, glancing around her for th^ % « 
first time, (for liitherto she had been solely occupieift* • 
with Villeta, and had taken no notice of the other 
piirties present,) she suddenly encountered the oyea 
of Herbert Raymond fixed steadily upon her; and 
with a start of surprise she checked her speech, ^ 
blushed to the temples and grew pale the same mo- 
ment, and then stammered, in confusion : 

" Herbert — Mr. llaymond, I should say — ^you — ia *" 
it possible you are here?" 

Herbert bad been for some time standing within a 
fen feet of Grace, and had overheard her conversation 
ivith Villeta; but the most powerful emotions had 
been agitating his noble breast ever since the moment 
when he had been almost startled and quite amazed 
at sectiig her enter the room with the lovely mourner. 

" I have been some time here, Miss De Vere," he 
said, jn reply to Grace, as he stepped forward and took 
her hand, with just sufficient embarrasBment to indi- 
cate great depth of feeling and profound respect ; 
" and I have, unintentionally on my part, been a wit- 
ness of what has passed between you and this poor 
afflicted young lady; and, Grace — Miss Grace— Miss 
Do Vere — (with great emotion) I want 'to say, God 
bless you ! and God preserve you ! for you have a kind, 
a noble, a generous heart — and — yes — God bless you, 
. Grace ! — pardon me ! Miss De Vere I — I — I have 
done you wrong — great wrong — in my heart I mean 
— and I want to ask your forgiveness !" 

" Oh ! sir— Herbert — Mr. Raymond— I — I — it is 
very warm here — I feel faint!" almost gasped Grace, 
as she staggered forward to the window and sunk 
down on the lounge, completely overpowered by tho 
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feelings which the strong, earnest, passionate language 
|2ff the other called intoi action. 
^ Herbert, by this unlooked-for emotion on the part 
of Grace, became much excited, and even alarmed. 
. What was he to do ? She was warm ; she was faint ; 
she wanted air ; she had lost her speech ; she had sunk 
^d6wn on the lounge : perhaps she was going to swoon 
• — perhaps die! What was to be done? what could 
he do ? He stood and looked at her a moment ; he 
fidgeted the next ; he ran his fingers through his hair ; 
he scratched his head ; he twirled his thumbs ; he be- 
came immensely heated in his uncertainty ; but, at 
last — happy thought — he darted upon his hat on the 
table, caught it up nervously, and commenced fanning 
her violently. It was not a scene for levity, that 
chamber of death — nor Was Grace in a mood for mer- 
riment — otherwise it is more than probable that one 
of her gay, ringing laughs would have startled and 
shocked the sensitive Herbert, and buried the pre- 
ceding sentiment under ridicule. Even as it was^ she 
could not fail to perceive the ridiculous in his attitude, 
manner, and earnestness ; and, with a gentle smile, 
she said : 

^' Thank ypu ! that will do : I feel better : pray be 
seated !'* 

And Herbert put dowi) bis hat, and sat down be- 
side her, and they opened ^ Jow conversation, exchang- 
ing explanations as to how it h^d chanced that both 
were present upon a scene where both were stran- 
gers 

Meantime, we must not overlook Julian St. Gloi;d* 
From the moment when he discovered the painting, 
^pd heard it pronounced the likeness of the sister of 
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the dead, up to the moment which brings ns back to 
him, his brain had been excited by many a strange, 
wild thought, and his heart had been the theatre of 
many a strange, wild sensation. Modest, retiring, and 
unassuming — his mind, during several of his later 
years, burdened with grief, care, trouble, and study — 
a poetical dreamer by nature — he had mingled little 
in the natural world, but had lived mostly in the world 
of his own creation. The warm ties of consanguinity 
severed by death — without friends in the true sense 
of the term — without congenial companions — a sad 
and lonely pilgrim on the highway of life — there had 
been a deep and aching void in his heart — a yearning 
of the soul for a something which seemed unattaina- 
ble ; and in this state of mind — in one of his saddest 
and most dejected moods — he had for the first time 
looked upon one sweet, angelic face, and felt he beheld 
the embodied beauty of his brightest dreams. As the 
rays of light • pass into the camera-obscura, and im- 
pressy^pon the sensitive plate the image of the object 
before the lens, so had an invisible power conveyed to 
his soul, and imprinted there, the image of the lovely 
face before his eye. A moment had sufficed for an 
impression which neither time nor eternity might ef- 
face ; and memory, in his happiest moments, had ever 
since rolled up the lovely image among forms ideal ; 
and in his waking moments, and in his dreams, it had 
been present to the vision of the mind ; and he had 
loved and adored it, as the true and beautiful, which 
in spirit, if not in substance, was his. The image of 
that face, by his art, had been produced upon canvas, 
and then sold, under the stern law of necessity. He 
had parted, with many a sigh of regret, with the tan- 
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gible representation of what he had loved ; but he had 
consoled himself with the reflection tha| no power 
could take the bright image from his heart, and in 
moments of leisure he could reproduce it. Nor did 
he believe that he who purchased the picture knew 
aught of the original — but that he merely fanciiid a 
resemblance between it and another — else would he 
have been eager to learn something of a being who 
had already begun to mingle in his destiny. Nor 
when so unexpectedly he found the painting in the 
house of death, and heard it pronounced the likoQcss 
of the fair mourner of him who had just breathed his 
last, could he believe it was aught more than fancy, — 
for his mind had long since sublimed the bright origi- 
nal into something above and beyond mere earthly 
form ; and when he had invoked it to be his hope, his 
guiding star, his thoughts had ever sought it in the in- 
visible world. 

Such being the circumstances under which Julian 
St. Cloud anxiously awaited the appearance ^ Vil- 
leta Linden, we must leave the reader to imagine his 
emotions, when, on beholding her pale, lovely face, as 
she approached the corpse of her brother, he saw in 
truth that she was the original of the painting — that 
she was the being whose bright image had so long 
been irradiating his soul as the light from an angel- 
watcher — inciting his ambition to grasp at only the 
great, the noble, the beautiful, the true, the holy. 

With his large dreamy eyes riveted upon her, he 
stood silent, almost breathless, wondering if she were 
real, or himself the sport of a dream — so fearful was 
he that his present hope might vanish and leave him 
a prey to gloom — when suddenly, as if an evil demon 
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had breathed upon his spirit, he felt a strange, cold, 
withering, blasting, enervating suspicion creep over 
him — a suspicion that brought more chilling horror to 
his soul than would the sight of a thousand scenes of 
death ! Why had the painting been purchased from 
him at such a price, and presented to her ? for he knew 
not but that she was now the owner. Had another won 
her heart, and, through her love, robbed her of her 
purity— changing a holy temple, wherein an angel 
might worship, into a sepulchre of evil, where Heaven- 
ward aspirations lay buried ? Could this bo ! The thought 
was maddening. He glanced around, over the scant- 
ily furnished apartment, with a throbbing brain. This 
seemed not the proper resort of one who had boasted 
of his wealth — who had boasted of moving in the 
aristocratic circles of fashion and folly. If he had 
ever entered here with a noble motive — if he had ever 
entered here with a pure and holy love for this 
poor child of misfortune — why had she been left to 
struggle with her poverty ? The daily record of the 
bad deeds of the world showed wealth often striving 
to crush poverty — showed men of wealth and leisure 
continually throwing temptations in the paths of in- 
digent virtue, when beauty presided over the frail 
form of the toiling pilgrims — showed men of means, 
without principle, ever seeking to gratify their base 
passions at a small cost to themselves, but at the aw- 
ful expense of eternal happiness to their poor, deluded 
victims ! And had one of these human demons been 
here ? and was the lovely being before him — the idol 
of his very soul — a fallen angel ? 

It was at this moment the voice of Villeta spoke 
those solemn words, while kneeling by her brother, 
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which drew oat that strange, responsive amen ; and the 
heart of Jalian said, with a prayer of gratitude : 

" No, no — I wrong her — she is pure — she is pure ! 
— that voice comes from a temple in which the spirit 
of God dwelleth !" 

From that moment he watched ^eagerly for an op- 
portunity to address her ; and as Grace De Yere — 
whom he had recognised, but was much surprised to 
see here — withdrew from Villeta, to confer with Her- 
bert Raymond, he approached the object of his solici- 
tude, with no little trepidation, and, in a somewhat 
hurried, tremulous voice, said : 

" Miss Linden — for so I hear you addressed — par- 
don me, a stranger, for intruding myself upon your 
notice at such a time — though I must plead the occa- 
sion as my excuse for being here — for I was attracted 
hither by a cry Good heavens I you are ill !** 

The exclamation was drawn from him by a sudden 
change in the appearance of Villeta. When he first- 
began to address her, she looked up with a start of 
surprise ; then the blood rushed upward, deeply suffu- 
sing neck, face, and temples; the next moment the 
crimson tide retreated, leaving her sweet features as 
pale as marble, and seemingly as cold ; and then, with 
drooping lids, she reeled, half fainting, and was 
caught and supported by Mrs. Leslie, who gently 
seated her upon the lounge. 

" It is too close here, my dear child !*' said Mrs, 
Leslie, tenderly : " you have gone through with more 
than nature can sustain ; let me take you home with 
me !" 

" No ! no !** murmured Villeta — " it is not what you 
suppose — it is — I — I — shall be better soon." 
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" Pardon me, ladies, if I have done wrong — if I 
aeem intrusive !" Baid Julian, trembling with excite- 
ment. " I Barely meant all for the best. I was about 
to offer mj Bervicea to remain through the night with 
the deceased. If yon have other friende to watch with 
the corpse, I will not press myself upon you — but, I 
can assure yon, if I can be of any service, it will afford 
me much gratification to make myself oseful to you, 
who are crushed down with this heavy blow of Provi- 
dence. My name is Julian St. Cloud — at present a 
resident of this city — and, by profession, an artist. I 
chanced to bo passing along the street, when I heard a 
lady call for help — to which I responded by hastening 
hither — and this explanation I pray you to accept as 
my apology for being here at such a time." 

"You are very kind, sir!" replied Mrs. Leslie; 
" and permit me to sincerely thank yon for myself, and 
in behalf of Miss Linden. We do need watchers : 
and, I regret to say, our friends are few ; and as you 
BO generously propose — " 

"Oh, madam, say no more!" intermpted Julian; 
" I will remain, for I have nothing to call me away ; 
and, while I deeply regret the occasion which requires 
such poor aid as I can render, I am rejoiced to know 
it is in my power to serve you ! I think," he added, 
with tender feeling, " it would be better for Miss Lin- 
den to retire from this Bad scene, and cndo&vor to com- 
pose her mind, and be resigned to the will of God ! 
and she may do so, with the solemn a^urance .that 
whatever is needful to be done I will do !" . 

"Oh, sir," returned Villeto, in a choked and trem- 
ulous voice, " how shall I ever thank you ? how repay 
yoa?" 
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" The reflection of having done my duty, and served 
one in distress, will more than repay me !'* responded 
Julian, deeply agitated by various emotions. " I have 
known what it is to lose friends by death, and feel the 
want of human sympathy in my loneliness and sor- 
row,*' he continued, in a voice scarcely articulate ; 
" but if, through my own trials, my heart has been 
made more responsive to the woes of others, perhaps 
in the end I shall clearly see, as already I fain would 
believe, that all has been ordered for my gain." 

" Dear Villeta," said Mrs. Leslie, " I think you had 
better take Mr. St. Cloud's advice, and leave this sad 
scene for the present ! You cannot serve the dear de- 
parted by remaining here now, but will only suffer 
yourself by being a witndss of what must necessarily 
take place, when he arrives whose business it is to pre- 
pare the remains of your brother for the last solemn 
rite which the living can pay to the dead." 

Villeta covered her face, and sobbed. 

"And as your dear brother died somewhat sud- 
denly,** added Julian, " it is thought by some that the 
suraraonifig of the Coroner will be the first proper pro- 
ceeding.** 

" Ah!** said Mrs. Leslie, with a slight start of sur- 
prise — "is such proceeding then necessary ?** 

" A mere form, madam, which, under the circum- 
stances, it may be best to comply with. Do not be 
troubled, Miss Linden ! I will remain, and report to 
"you everything which may take place in ycyir absence." 

" We shall not be far from here,'* rejoined Mrs. 
Leslie. And she gave Julian the name of the street 
in which she lived, and the number of her residence, 
adding to Villeta : " Come, my dear child, come home 
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vith me ! come home with jonr mother's friend ! and 
leave all to this good gentleman, whom may Heaven 
reward for his dUioterested kindnesB !" 

" Oh, sir," exclaimed Villeta, with a warm burst of 
emotion, addressing Julian, " I will take your advice, 
and retire, trusting you with all that remains on earth 
which is dear to my heart !" 

"And God juJgo me with now wees, if I keep not 
the tniat sacred [" replied Julian, in a low, tremulous 
voice, and with tearful eyes. 

Others now began to crowd around — some to offer 
advice, and somo to condole with the afflicted mourner ; 
but though all was kindly meant, Mrs. Leslie perceived 
that the coarse words of rougher natures jarred dis- 
cordantly upon tho delicately sensitive spirit of the af- 
flicted girl; and, thanking them in her behalf, she 
made another effort to withdraw her from the scene. 
As she was about to leave the apartment, Grace samo 
hastily forward, took her hand, and apologised for 
quitting her so abruptly— giving, as areason, that she 
had suddenly encountered a very dear friend, and had 
acted on the impulse of surprise. Then she hurriedly 
explained how it had chanced that he was here, and 
added : 

" Though not an appropriate time for an introduc- 
tion, still I must beg, dear sister, that you will know 
one who is anxious to serve you — Mr. Herbert Ray- 
mond. ' ' 

At tho mention of his name, Herbert stepped for- 
ward, and, bowing, said, with some alight embarrass- 
ment : 

" Misa Linden, excuse me the question I am about 
to ask ! and which I venture to ask now, because of ita 
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importance. Was Eldridge Linden, Cashier of 

Bank, your father ?" 

" He was,* 'answered Villeta, changing color, and be- 
coming much agitated; while the different parties stand- 
ing arodnd, with the exception of Grace, looked from 
one to the other in surprise. 

" Then permit me to add," rejoined the young law- 
yer, " even though my remarks may appear ill-timed, 
that, from intelligence received by the last mail packet 
from Europe, you are supposed to be one of the heirs 
of a wealthy but distant relative, lately deceased." 

'^Is this indeed true, sir?" inquired Mrs. Leslie, 
excitedly, 

" To the best of my belief, madam," replied Herbert. 

^^ Thank Heaven ! then she will no longer be cursed 
with poverty, let what will happen to me !" rejoined 
Mrs. Leslie, earnestly. • 

"Jt matters little what my fortune may be now," 
sighed Villeta, ^^ since all are gone who shared with 
me the bitter cup. Oh !" she cried, springing forward 
and seizing a hand of the dead — ^' had this come when 
thou wast in health, noble brother, perhaps thou hadst 
been living now, and smiling happily on thy now lone- 
ly sister !" and, completely overcome with her emo- 
tions, she sunk down on the bed of death, in a state of 
mind bordering on total apathy. 

" We must remove her," said Mrs. Leslie, anxious- 
ly, to Grace De Vere. " Too much has been crowded 
upon her mind at once ; and if she remain longer in 
this stifling air, I fear the consequences will be 



serious." 



The speaker, Grace, and one of the women present, 
now hastened to take up the poor mourner, and bear 
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lier down the stairs to the apartment of Mrs. Morley, 
where they once more laid her upon the mattress, 
and commenced fanning her and applying restora- 
tives. 

" If I only had her at my house," pursued Mrs. 
Leslie, '^ with none but myself near, I think I might 
succeed in soothing and bringing her back to a 
rational state.*' 

" I will send for a carriage," replied Grace, " and 
leave her in your carcT-it should have been done 
sooner." 

She then requested the room to be cleared of all 
except Mrs. Leslie and Mrs. Morley ; and going out 
herself, she employed a man, who was standing idly by 
the door, to hasten for a carriage. 

"Is Miss Linden ill? very ill? dangerously ill?" 
inquired a low, tremulous voice, just behind Grace, as 
she stood in the door, looking out into the night, for it 
was now quite dark. 

*' She is ill, but I trust not dangerously ill," an- 
swered Grace; and as she replied, she turned, and 
encountered Julian St. Cloud, his fine, noble features 
as pale as death. " I think we have met before," added 
Grace, bowing a recognition. 

" You did me the honor to call at my studio this 
morning," returned Julian. 

"That was a mistake," said Grace; "but I will 
do myself the honor to call again soon, intentionally." 

"I thank you," rejoined Julian, bowing. "You are 
sure Miss Linden is not dangerously ill ?" 

" God knows I hope not, sir — poor, sweet angel !" 
replied Grace, with feeling. **You are a friend of 
hers? perhaps a relative?" 
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"A friend,'* answered Julian, **a8 who could see 
her and not be ! I would serve her with my life." 

"God bless you for those words!" said Grace, im- 
pulsively. 

They stood conversing till the expected carriage 
made its appearance, when Grace again entered Mrs. 
Morley's room, and found Villeta sitting up, and con- 
scious of w^hat was taking place, though much ex- 
hausted, physically and mentally. Grace kissed her 
fondly, said a few kind words, and then, with Mrs. 
Leslie, supported her to the vehicle, which soon bore 
her away from the scene of her greatest misery. As 
Grace turned to mount her palfrey, Herbert Raymond 
accosted her. 

"Are you about to leave, Miss De Vere?" he in- 
quired. 

"Ah ! is it you, friend Raymond ?** she replied, with 
a touch of that gayety which she could not long repress: 
" Upon my soul, I had quite forgotten you in the ex- 
citement!" 

" I do not expect to live in your remembrance any 
longer than I chance to be before your eyes,** he re- 
joined, somewhat coldly. 

"Ah! indeed!** said Grace. "Are you about to 
leave also?** 

" No ! I shall remain here through the night, with 
the gentleman with whom you were speaking.** 

" Mr. St. Cloud — a noble young mgin, and a warm 
friend of Miss Linden,*' replied Grace. 

" I do not know his name,'* said Herbert ; " but he 
seems a high minded gentleman, and all such are the 
friends of the unfortunate.*' 

" In which category let Herbert Raymond place 
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himself," said Grace, "since the unfortunate receive 
his sympathies also. Is she not lovely ?*' 

"Who?" 

"Miss Linden." 

"Very, if I am a judge." 

" And she is now an heiress," pursued Grace. 

" Which will make her still lotelier in the eyes of 
those who see beauty only in wealth," rejoined Herbert. 

" Why could not this wealth have come sooner and 
made her. happy?" pursued Grace, in a musing tone. 
" Poor, sweet, lovely orphan ! how my heart yearns 
toward her ! If I were a man, like you, Mr. Ray- 
mond, I should fall in love with her." 

" If altogether like me, perhaps you would not," 
replied Herbert. 

" Is your heart then impervious to the tender pas- 
sion?" 

" One may love. Miss De Vere, and not love even 
the most lovely." 

" Faith, that is true !" replied Grace, looking up 
into the homely face of her companion with a mean- 
ing smile, which he saw, by the gleam of a neighbor- 
ing lamp, but did not know how to interpret. " Yes, 
that is truth from a lawyer — which is equivalent to 
fire from ice. Ah ! I crave your pardon ! I remem- 
ber now — you are a truthful lawyer — a rara avis in- 
deed ! I am glad you are going to remain here to- 
night — it does credit to your heart : and — yes — you 
have a heart, I am sure. Well, (holding out her 
hand,) good-by ! You know where I live, and my 
doors are always qpen to my friends. I have not been 
home since I saw you in the morning, and I fear I 
shall find aunty in mourning weeds. Poor Yilleta ! 
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God be with her ! I will not pity the brother, for he 
is out of.the misery of this world, and the other world 
is a better one. There, good night ! And now I wish 
to speak a word with this youth, who has so patiently 
held my bonny black Bess.** 

" Good night, Miss De Vere !** said Herbert, as he 
shook the hand of Gi^ce and turned back to the house 
of death. 

And as he went, he muttered : 

" The strangest creature I ever saw ! I do not know 
what to think of her — how to take her — what to say 
to her — how to treat her ! I only know I love her — 
wildly, madly — would to Heaven it were otherwise !** 



CHAPTER XX. 

THE PL OCT THICKENS. 

Slowly the guilty villain, Leon Dupree, returned to 
look upon his evil work. It had grown dark during 
his absence, and lights were gleaming from the differ- 
ent windows of the old building when he again beheld 
it, and many persons could be seen moving about 
within, and now and then came to his ear a low mur- 
mur of many voices. On the opposite side of Fourth 
street he took up his position, and for some time stood 
undecided whether to draw nearer to the house of 
death or retire ; but curiosity at length got the better 
of fear, and he crossed over to Churchyard* Court, de- 
termined to enter boldly, and if the brother were al- 
ready dead, for this he did not yet know, to condole 
with the living sbter. 
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Bat on reaching Ghorohyard Court, the first object 
which arrested his attention was the little black pal- 
frey of Grace De Yere. Gould it indeed be hers — or 
only one resembling it ? He drew nearer, and knew 
by the side-saddle it had been ridden hither by a lady* 
Surely it could not be black Bess — ^for what could 
Grace be doing here ! A boy was holding the animal 
by the bit ; and by the light of the street-lamp, at the 
corner of the alley, Leon could see it was the youth 
he had sent for a physician. Would the boy recognise 
him, should he approach as a stranger, keep himself 
in shadow, and disguise his voice ? He would make 
the trial. With all necessary precautions, therefore, 
he drew near the youth, and inquired : 

^^ YiThat has happened here, my lad ?" 

^' You should know best," was the sententious reply, 
spoken in a tone of quiet indifference. 

^^ YiThy should I know best, young sir ?" asked Leon, 
not certain, even by the answer^f the other, that he 
was recognised. 

^^ Because you were the first witness of the terrible 
scene in yonder dwelling," replied the boy. 

" Ha ! you are the youth I sent for a physician !*' 
rejoined Leon, now determined to put a bold face on 
the matter. 

^^ And you are the man who went at the same time 
for another," said the boy. 

" Unfortunately I could not find one at home," re- 
turned Leon. 

" I did, and brought one, and so earned my reward," 
said the youth. 

** Yes, I remember what I promised," rejoined Leon, 
** in the event of your getting a physician here before 
my return. Here is a sovereign for you !" 
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*^ Thank yon !" said the boy, as he quietly took it 
and dropped it into his pocket. 

" Now tell me— is the young man better?" 

"Yes, much better." 

** Ha ! there are hopes of his recovery ?" 

" His friends mourn." 

" How mourn? what do you mean ?" 

" I mean they grieve, because he is better." 

" You talk strangely — I do not understand you." 

" 60 within, and look upon him, and then you will 
understand me." 

" Who are those I see at the windows ?" 

" You know as well as L" 

" You are impudent, boy !" 

" Then do not question me !" 

" But I will question you ! and I will have civil an- 
answers, too !" rejoined Leon, in a quick, angry tone. 

" My tongue is my own, and you are not my mas- 
ter !" retorted the boy „ sharply. 

**But your tongue will get you into trouble, if you 
do not bridle it !" 

" Perhaps it has done so already — ^but I will use it 
as I please — and if you lay hand on me, you do it at 
your peril !" rejoined the other, somewhat fiercely. 

Leon paused, bit his lip, clinched his hand, and 
seemed half resolved to strike the audacious youth to 
his feet ; but a single moment's reflection convinced 
him of the folly and imprudence of giving way to his 
passion at such a tiipe and place ; and so he resumed^ 
in a conciliating tone : 

" Gome, lad, I like your spirit ! I did not really 
intend to threaten, but only to try your mettle ! Now 
tell me — for I am much distressed — is the poor young 
ll man really better ?" 
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"I said 80 just now," was the sullen reply. 

" Ah ! Heaven be praised ! then he will recover ?*' 

" Not his body." 

" How ? what do you mean ?" 

" His body is dead." 

" Dead ! and you said he was better ?" 

"So he is." 

" Why, is death better than life ?" 

" For him— yes !" 

" Ah ! I see your drift now ! he is better, because 
he has ceased to suffer, poor fellow ! Did you know 
him?" 

" No." 

"He was a noble young man," said Leon. 

"And leaves a beautiful sister," said the boy. 

" Ha ! do you know her ?" 

" I saw her return." 

" Poor young lady ! did she take his death hard ?" 

" Why do you not go in and see ?" 

" Because I cannot bear to look upon the dead, and 
witness the grief of the living. Ah me ! and he is 
really dead ? Poor fellow ! poor fellow ! And did 
his sister return in time to see him die V" 

"The news of death met her at the threshold." 

"Ah! poor girl! poor girl! my soul pities her ! 
but I cannot bear to look upon her in her grief !" said 
*Leon, feigning emotions he did not feel. '^ Did she 
return alone?" 

" There was a lady with her," answered the boy, 

"Yes," pursued Leon, by way of explanation, 
" I dropped in to cheer up the spirits of the poor in- 
valid, as has for a long time been my almost daily 
custom, and we were conversing about his sister, who 
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had just gone out with a lady friend, when, alas ! he 
was suddenly seized with. one of his fits of coughing, 
during which exertion he ruptured an artery — and 
now you tell me he is dead ! Ah ! truly is it said, 
that life and death go hand in hand." ^ 

^' And misery dances in their footsteps/' added the 
youth. 

"True! very true!*' mused Leon. "By-the-by, 
whose horse is this ?" 

"A lady's." 

" So I had conjectured, for gentlemen do not ride 
on side-saddles. Do you know her name?" 

" I may have heard it." 

" Did you ever see her before ?" 

"Yes — once." 

" Is it Miss De " Leon checked himself sud- 
denly, and added, with some confusion : " Will you 
not tell me her name ?" 

" I do not think I will." 

"Why?" 

" I do not choose to give any reason why." 

" You are an impudent varlet !" said Leon, out of 
all patience — " and I will not waste my breath talking 
with you." 

He turned on his heel, and disappeared around the 
corner of Fourth street ; and the boy, without deign- 
ing a reply, looked after him, with a smile of scorn. 

But though it was apparently the design of Leon to 
quit the vicinity of his evil work, it was not so in real- 
ity ; for no sooner had he got out of sight of the 
youth, than he stopped ; and drawing himself close up 
against the wall which ran along Fourth street, he 
moved back to a point from which he could get a view 
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of the house of death ; and here he remained till the 
arrival of the carriage which was to take away Villeta ; 
when, fearing discovery, he crossed the street, but 
returned the moment the vehicle drove away, and just 
in time to overhear the conversation between Grace De 
Vere and Herbert Raymond. 

This conversation put him in possession of some 
curious and puzzling, if not startling facts : viz : that 
Grace was present — that Raymond was present — that 
St. Cloud was present — that Villeta was supposed to 
be an heiress — that the different parties were all 
friends of the lovely orphan— and so forth and so on. 

"What the deuce does it all mean?" wondered 
Leon : " how came all these to be her frien43 ? and by 
what magic have tKey all been brought together here 
at such a time? Is it possible they have all been in 
my secret ? that they have suspected my design, and 
are now all leagued to play against me ? By heavens ! 
I am confounded — I do not understand it ! — for even 
the boy, now I think of it, acted his part as if he had 
rehearsed it. Ha ! Mrs. Leslie — can it be she has 
betrayed me ? But then how could she betray what 
she did not know ? and no one could have known my 
design against the brother, for not to a living soul did 
I reveal it. I may have been suspected by Mrs. Les- 
lie — but I do not see how, even through suspicion, she 
could have brought these different parties together 
here at such a time. If I believed in witchcraft 9 
I should suspect some one of having had dealings 
with the very devil himself. Well, well, I must look 
into this matter, cautiously and prudently ; and if I 
find they have attempted to outwit me, I will show 
them that one little brain can outscheme them all. 
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and triumph over their defeat. And Grace tells that 
gawky lawyer she has not been home since she saw 
him in ^he morning — since, in fact, she ran away 
from me. Where has she spent the day ? and how, 
in the name of all the saints, does it chance that she 
is here now, unless by some previous design ? Ha ! 
stop ! methinks I haye it ! Mrs. Leslie has betrayed 
me, and during my absence ! Yes, she has seen Vil- 
leta, and told her all, and they have plotted together, 
and taken Grace and the others into their secret ; and 
since I saw Mrs. Leslie, they have devised the plan of 
meeting here, in order to expose and ridicule me on 
my return with Miss Lin^n as I had proposed. But 
they ma^ a slight mistake, and only got in at the 
death. Yes, this must be the real truth — though, 
even with this explanation, there are some things 
which I cannot understand. Would Mrs. Leslie in- 
deed betray me ? what interest could she have in 
doing so ? she who has always served me faithfully, 
I do not know what to think of it. If it be not as I 
suspect, then I must believe that all h — I has con- 
spired against me. Well, well, we shall see. If they 
have plotted together against me, they certainly do 
not know that I suspect their design ; and if I cannot 
counter-plot, out-general, and defeat them, I deserve 
to be choked for a fool. But let me hear what Grace 
says to that chit of a boy." 

The foregoing thoughts flashed from the brain of the 
scheming villain in a tithe of the time it has taken the 
reader to gather them from our pen ; and as the young 
lawyer turned back to the house after his brief inter- 
view with Grace, Leon became all attention to gather 
whatever might pass between her and the boy, hoping 
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thereby to get some clue to what, in spite of his imi^ 
ginary elucidation, he still regarded as a yezatioos 
mystery. 

"Well, my lad," said Grace to the youth, "I find 
you have been faithful to your trust." 

"A rare virtue, when temptations combat it," was 
the ready but quiet reply. 

" Not so rare, perhaps, as you think, my little cynic ! 
But come ! I feel quite interested in you ; and you 
must tell me who you are, and how I can serve you, 
and what has happened to one of your years to cause 
you to speak so bitterly !" 

" Suppose I inquire fir^ who it is that questions 
me ?" said the boy. 

" Well, I am Grace De Vere, a resident™ Philadel- 
phia, and a friend to all who suffer." 

" A friend to all mankind then," returned the other. 
" My name is Paul." 

" But you have another name?" 

" Yes — Mortvie — Paul Mortvie." 

" Well, Paul, where do you live ?" 

"Anywhere — everywhere — nowhere !" 

" Like your namesake of old," laughed Grace. " But 
surely you have some place you call your home?" 

" Not in this world." 

"You certainly sleep somewhere on our planet, 
Paul?" 

"When I sleep — ^yes." 

" Well, where do you sleep ?" 

" Wherever I chance to be when my pliysical nature 
overpowers my mental." 

" But have you no home ?" 

" No." 
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"No parents?" 

" No." 

" An orphan V 

« Yes." 

" Ah ! poor lad !" sighed Grace. " But you have 
friends?" 

"None." 

" An orphan — ^without home — without friends ?" 

" Yes." 

" Poor lad! you are to be pitied." 

"I want no pity." 

" But you surely will not refuse kindness ?" 

" If offered in the wa]y)f charity — ^yes !" 

" What do you do for a living ?" 

" FeeWn my heart — on my passions !" 

" You answer strangely, Paul !" 

"I answer promptly, Miss De Vere." 

" What can I do to serve you ?" 

" What do you wish to do ?" 

" Make you happy, Paul." 

" You cannot — it is not in your power." 

" Come, confide in me — tell me your history — and 
I will try." 

" You are a stranger to me." 

" But I will be a friend, Paul, if you will let me." 

" I will not refuse your friendship." 

" And will you come and see me ?" 

"If you wish it." 

" I do ; and if, as you say, you have no home and no 
friends — which I can hardly believe, even though you 
assert it, for you are well clothed, and ^peak like a 
youth of education — if you have no home and friends, 
I say, I will provide for you, on condition that you 
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first give me your entire confidence, and tell me your 
whole history." 

^^ I do not think I shall accept any favors from you 
on such conditions," answered Paul, coldly. 

" Very well, sir — if you are resolved to be obstinate, 
have your pleasure !" replied Grace, somewhat haughti- 
ly. '' In kindness I have made my ofier, and it rests 
with you to accept or reject it." 

'^ If your ofier be made in kindness, it is not gener- 
ously made !" said Paul. 

"In what respect?" 

" You require of me what is of more value to me 
than your favor — ^my secr^ True generosity flows 
outward as free as air, and he who receives it^ij&quired 
to make no sacrifice." 

" But generosity may produce evil instead of good, 
by flowing outward to an unworthy object," said Grace. 

" In which case the sin rests with the receiver, not 
the giver," replied the youth. 

" But the power of evil is thus created, to the injury 
of one party, if not both ; and whoever gives blindly 
may not give wisely, my little philosopher I** rejoined 
Grace, who began to be struck with, and secretly ad- 
mire, the seemingly precocious abilities of Paul. " Far 
be it from me, however," she continued, " to require 
any confidence from you which it is not proper for you 
to bestow ; I only ask assurance that, in whatever I 
may do for you, I may not be doing injustice to your- 
self and others." 

" What others ?" inquired Paul. " I have already 
told you that I stand alone in the world — without 
parents — without home — ^without friends." 

" Only prove this to me," returned Grace, " and that 
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you are honest and truthful, and I will put you in the 
way to acquire friends and fortune." 

" But how can I prove what I assert, when not a 
soul in this great city, except yourself, knows that such 
a being as Paul Mortvie exists ?" 

" You are a stranger here then?*' 

" The sun of to-day is the first that Paul Mortvie 
ever beheld shine upon these streets and dwellings." 

" But you have lived somewhere before, Paul T' 

" In a dream, good lady." 

*'You are a strange lad!" said Grace, not knowing 
what to think of him, and beginning to suspect some 
slight aberration of inteJipct. " Where have you been 
living t ^^HP what place came you last ?" 

" Now you demand my secret." 

" Well, I cannot stop longer to talk with you here," 
said Grace ; " but come and see me, at the De Vere 
Mansion, No. — Chestnut street, and I will confer 
with you further. Meantime, pray accept a slight 
present from one who means you well, and can give 
without feeling the loss." 

And as she spoke, she handed Paul a very beauti- 
fully worked purse, containing several gold coins. 

" Oh, lady," said Paul, betraying emotion, for the 
first time, " I cannot accept this from you !" 

"Why not?" 

" Because— because — I " 

And unable to say more, or repress his emotions, ho 
turned away and hid his face in his hands. 

"You must not ofiend me!" said Grace, quietly 
slipping the purse into the side-pocket of his coat. 
"There, good-night, my noble lad! let me see you 
to-morrow;" and mounting her palfrey, she rode 
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quickly away, leaving the boy standing silent and 
motionless, with his face buried in his hands. 

" Well," mused Leon Dupree, who had kept close 
against the wall, within a few feet of the speakers, 
and had not lost a word of the conversation, '^ this 
youth is at least a stranger to the parties, come from 
where he may ; and he at least is innocent of playing 
a part as I suspected. Now then let me see if I cannot 
turn him to some account." 

He quietly approached the youth, and laid his hand 
upon his shoulder. The boy started, looked up in sur- 
prise, and, seeing Leon Dupree, became very much 
agitated. 

" Paul," said Leon, impr^sively, " you are known !" 

" Sir !" exclaimed the youth, trying to Nicover him- 
self, but trembling in every limb. 

"A few minutes since," pursued Leon, "I left you 
in anger, and I waa returning to apologize, when I 
found you in conversation with Miss De Vere: I 
stopped at the comer here, and heard all." 

" Well ?" gasped Paul, still trembling violently. 

" You may be a stranger in the city — ^but the story 
that you have no home, nor friends, nor parents, is 
false. Ha ! you start — you know I am right. Now 
do not attempt to deceive me, or you will get yourself 
into trouble. You, like many another scapegrace, have 
run away from your parents and friends ; and it is my 
duty, as an honest citizen, to arrest you on suspicion, 
and hand you over to the police." 

"Oh ! sir " began the boy — ^but Leon interrupted 

him. 

" Listen," he said, " to what I have to say ! It is 
my duty to have you arrested ; but there are consider- 
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ations which may oatweigh duty. In the first place, 
I feel for you, for I believe you have been badly treat- 
ed : is it not so Y* 

"It is," answered Paul, averting his face, but re- 
gaining, in some considerable degree, his wonted com- 
posure. 

" In the second place," pursued the wily villain, " I 
have takeh a liking to you, and have not the heart to 
do you an injury." 

"Oh ! sir — thanim !" responded Paul. 

" In.the third place," Leon went on, "I know that 
you can serve me if you will ; and if you will only 
honestly, truly, and faithfully serve me, I will make 
your fortune for you in return. I am rich and able 
to perform all I promise. Come ! what say you ? will 
you serve me on these conditions?" 

" What am I to do ?" inquired Paul. 

" Before 1 teH you, you must solemnly swear to 
keep my secret sacVed, whether you consent to act for 
me or not" 

"I cannot consent to anything dishonest or dishon- 
orable," replied Paul. 

" Nor would I have you. What I require is trifling, 
and concerns no one but tayself : that is to say, my 
secret, in being kept, can injure no one, but the divul- 
ging of it would injure me." 

" In that case, I promise," said Paul. 

" Nay, you must swear.*' 

" I solemnly swear, so help me Heaven !" returned 
Paul. 

"Now remember, if ever you break your oath, I 
shall call you to a terrible reckoning !" 

" I have sworn, and my oath is sacred," repliecl 
Paul. 
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" Well, what I want is, that you take service with 
this Miss De Vere — you can easily arrange it, for she 
is favorably disposed toward you — and report to me, 
at every convenient opportunity, everything you may 
hear her, or any one else, say of me." 

" That is to say, play the spy upon her !" rejoined 
Paul, rather coldly. 

" Not exactly— or, at least, only to a small extent," 
replied Leon ; " only to that extent, in fact, which 
concerns me directly. The truth is, Paul," he added, 
" I suspect some parties of being leagued together to 
do me an injury, and I wish to know if my suspicions 
are well-founded, and, if so, to take such measures as 
will counteract their designs. I am sure there can 
be. nothing reprehensible in this — for I do not intend 
them any wrong, and only seek to prevent them doing 
me wrong. The Whole blame, you perceive, if there 
be any blame, must rest with them — for if they act 
fairly and honorably, you will so report them — and 
your report will thus render them a service, as well 
as myself, by clearing them of suspicion — and if they 
act not fairly and honorably, they deserve exposure, 
and you will still be doing right to put me on my 
guard against a covert enemy." 

" As you state the matter, I cannot see that I 
should act dishonorably in doing what you require," 
said the boy. 

"By no means, Paul — by no m^ans !" returned 
Leon, in an animated tone. " Do you consent ?" 

"But perhaps Miss De Vere has no employment 
for me — at least none that I would like to engage in 
— for I should object to menial service." 

" Let me see I" said Leon, musing. " Ah ! I have 
it ! Suppose you propose yourself as her page ?" 
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" Her page !" repeated Paul, in surprise. " Do the 
rich ladies of this city have pages for attendants? " 

"No ! but Miss De Vere might be induced to have 
one, if only for the novelty of the thing — ^for she is 
the most eccentric being you ever saw, and does every- 
thing as totally different from anybody else as possi- 
ble. Suppose you make the trial ; and if she objects, 
she may herself propose something equally as clever. 
I know she has taken a fancy to you ; and if she finds 
you wish -to serve her, she will not let you go, depend 
upon it. Come ! what say you ?" 

" And if I succeed ?" said the youth. 

" Then will I reward you beyond your most sanguine 
expectations.*' 

" But you have not told me your name, nor where 
I can see you hereafter.*' 

" You will not forget that you have solemnly sworn 
not to reveal aught of my design to a living mortal?** 

" I will not forget," answered Paul. 

"And you must not recognise me from anything 
that has occurred to night ! and, above all, you must 
consider that your oath binds you not to make known 
the fact of ever having seen me near this dwelling !" 

" I will mention nothing,** replied Paul; "we will 
meet as total strangers.** 

" That is exactly what I require ; and remember, 
I shall be liberal to rewird and terrible to punish ! 
If you betray me at any time, I will have such revenge 
as shall make you wish you had never been born !" 

" I am no traitor,'* said Paul, coldly. 

" I do not think you are, or ever will be,** answered 
the other, " and I will trust you. My name is Leon 
Dupree. I am rich, and reside with my father, at 
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No. — Walnut street. I do not wish yea to call upon 
me, however — at least for the present— for it might 
excite suspicion if yon were seen ; but if yon take op 
yoar abode with Miss De Vere, I will manage to afford 
you an opportunity to communicate anything you may 
desire — for I am a frequent visitor at her mansion, 
and on good terms with her — though, for reasons of 
my own, I did not care to speak with her to night. 
Be cautious, be prudent, be discreet, and you shall 
have a warm friend in me ; and if I do not make your 
fortune, then call me the most ungrateful of my kind. 
Come ! what do yon say ?" 

" I will do my best," replied Paul, positively. 

"That is right, my lad!" returned Leon, seizing 
the hand of the youth and shaking it cordially ; " that 
is right, Paul! we understand each other! Byrthe- 
by, where will yon sleep to-night?" 

" At one of the hotels." 

'* I will not offer you any more money to-night, as 
I know you have sufficient for your present necessities 
— but spend freely, Paul, and fear not that your bank 
will ran short. Remember, you are henceforth in the 
service of one who never lets his friends want ! To- 
morrow morning, at & proper hour, go boldly to Miss 
De Vere, and work upon her sympathies by whatever 
tale you choose, only be sure you do not fail in our 
design." 

" If it be possible to succeed, trust me, I will not 
foil," said Paal. 

" And Jou will not, I know," returned Leon ; " for 
you haro all the qualities of success — spirit, boldness, 
firmness, and intelligence — a happy combination. And 
now, as all is settled, I will hid you good-night; and 



256 THE artist's bridel 

when next we meet, remember, we are strangers openly, 
but friends secretly." 

^' I should like to ask you a question before you go, 
if it be not impertinent !" said Paul. 

« Say on." 

'^ Who was the young man that has just died ?" 

^^ His name was Linden." 

''He seems to have had a great many friends." 

'^ Yes," answered Leon, with something like a sneer^ 
^' it seems so indeed ! though neither he nor I knew it 
while he was living. Had they come sooner, they 
might have been of use to him — but buzzards, you 
know, only collect over a dead body. He had been 
wasting away with consumption for more than a year, 
without a friend near him except his sister ; and when, 
a short time ago, in one of my charitable rounds, I 
discovered them, they were in absolute want of the 
necessaries of life. I was a stranger to them, and 
they were too proud to accept charity ; but, by a ruse 
of my own, I succeeded in forcing upon them a small 
amount ; and having, by almost daily visits, won their 
confidence in some degree, I was on the point of per- 
suading them to remove from their miserable abode 
into more comfortable quarters— and I believe the 
poor sister had even gone to look at the place of my 
selection — when, alas ! the poor brother, in a fit of 
coughing, ruptured an artery, and you know the rest. 
And now, since we understand each other, and are no 
longer strangers," pursued Leon, "I will explain what 
otherwise I would not. I know you think it strange 
that on my return I did not hasten into the dwelling ; 
but the truth is, in order to conceal my charity in the 
first instance — ^that I might do a righteous act and 
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not be known in the matter — I gave the Lindens a 
wrong name, and they have only known me as Mr. 
Warren ; and discovering on my return, by the palfrey 
you were holding, that Miss De Vere was here, I did 
not wish to be seen by her, as she would know me as 
Dupree, which might lead to unpleasant confusion, 
and perhaps to the suspicion that I had had some 
sinister design upon these Lindens ; and not knowing 
also but that you were acquainted with Miss De Vere, 
I sounded you cautiously, to ascertain how the matter 
really stood. Is this explanation satisfactory, Paul V* 

" Oh, yes, Mr. Dupree — I am very much obliged — 
I really had no right to inquire." 

^^ Nay, I am glad you did, for it has afforded me an 
opportunity for explanation. I am close enough at 
times, as well as yourself, though frankness is one of 
my failings. I would go in now, but I could do no 
good ; and besides, the same objection just mentioned 
still remains — there are parties within who know me. 
How they all came to be here at this time I cannot con- 
ceive. Did they all come together, do you know?" 

" They did not," answered Paul. " When I returned 
with the physician, the sister had not arrived ; but she 
came immediately after, in company with a lady ; and 
when they broke the news to her, she shrieked and 
fainted ; and Miss De Vere, riding past, heard her, and 
stopped to inquire of me what had happened ; and as 
she wished to go in, saying that she might do good, I 
volunteered to hold her horse. This is all I know of 
the matter." 

" So," muttered Leon, half aloud, " it is not, per- 
haps, BO bad as I thought." 

"Do you not think Miss Linden very lovely?" in- 
17 
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quired Paul, carelessly. " I only saw her a moment — 
but it seemed to me she was very beautiful." 

" She is very beautiful," answered Leon, quietly. 
And then, after a moment's pause, he added : ^^ By- 
the-by, if you have nothing to detain you here, we may 
as well walk up the street together." 

Paul assented ; and turning up Fourth street, they 
kept company till they reached Spruce street. 

** I must leave you here," said Leon ; " I have an 
engagement. Remember my instructions; and till 
we meet again, and under different circumstances, 
adieu !" 

He shook hands with Paul, and the two separated — 
Dupree hastening down Spruce street, and the youth 
passing slowly up Fourth street. But the moment Leon 
was out of sight, Paul cautiously returned to a point 
whence he could get a view of the plotting villain ; and 
as soon as he considered the distance between them 
safe for his purpose, the boy again followed him. 
Through one street after another Paul traced Leon, till 
at last he saw him disappear in the dwelling of Mrs. 
Leslie. Then a fearful change came over the boy ; and 
drawing himself up against the trunk of a tree, in deep 
shadow, he clinched his hands, and gnashed his tee);h, 
and finally gave some vent to his emotions, to the rack- 
ing anguish of his heart, in a bitter flood of tears. 

" Ah ! vile, deceiving, treacherous villain !" he mut- 
tered at length — " you little know whose friendship 
you have sought this night ! you little know whose eye 
is ipon you ! It is the eye of scorn— of hate — of ven- 
geance ! Beware, vain fool, of the terrible hour of retri- 
bution !" With this the boy turned and hastened away 

We will follow Leon Dupree. 
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CHAPTER XXL 



THE REBUFF. 



The door of Mrs. Leslie's dwelling was opened to 
the ring of Leon Dupree by the old negress. 

" Is Mrs. Leslie at home ?*' he inquired. 

^^ She am, sah — but she am 'gaged up stairs wid a 
young lady, sah." 

" Tell her Mr. Warren wants a few minutes' con- 
versation with her,*' rejoined Leon, as he pushed past 
the domestic and entered the parlor. 

He took off his hat, threw himself upon the sofa, in 
a lounging attitude, and drummed on the floor with his 
foot till Mrs. Leslie made her appearance, which she 
did in about five minutes, looking pale, serious and 
excited. She did not greet him on her entrance, as 
was her custom, but quietly taking a seat, at some 
little distance, seemed to wait for him to open the 
conversation. Leon raised himself up, bestowed upon 
her a' keen, searching glance, and in a cold, measured 
tone, said : 

" Well, madam, what is the matter ?" 

" Do you not know?" returned Mrs. Leslie. 

" 1 4cnow that Villeta's brother is dead, and that 
she has come home with you," he replied, " but I do 
not know what has occurred to make such an altera- 
tion in you in so short a time. You were all smiles 
and politeness when I saw you last, and now you seem 
as grum and surly as a mastiff." 
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Mrs. Leslie arose from her seat, walked over to 
Leon, and fixing her eye searchingly upon him, said : 

" Have you had the audacity, sir, to make a vile 
tool of me for a damnable purpose ?" 

" Good heavens ! what do you mean?" demanded 
Leon, in a tone of surprise. 

'^ How came Lionel Linden to die while his sister 
was away ? and how came you to be present there, 
when you had agreed to be here ? Was it for some 
purpose of murderous villainy that you induced me to 
persuade the sister to come home with me V 

" You amaze me ! you take my breath ! I do not 
know what you mean !'' replied Leon, turning pale 
and beginning to grow excited. 

" I confess I have been your tool for years, as I 
had been the tool of others before you," pursued Mrs. 
Leslie, with indignant vehemence ; " I have kept your 
house, and watched over your victims — ^victims before 
you brought them here, which, if I did not make any 
better, I did not, thank God, make any worse — but 
when you blindly thought I would stoop so low in vice 
as to assist in the ruin of an innocent being, you 
made a fatal mistake — though I encouraged you to go 
on, for I wished to know how black a heart sen^ds the 
blood through your vile body ! and now I am wiser. 
Know then, sir, that I have so far acted in your 
scheme, because it suited my own purpose ; and that I 
have brought Villeta Linden here, not to ruin, but to 
save her !" 

*^ Are you mad ?" exclaimed Leon, all amazement. 

" Ko, I am not mad — or, if I am, I have reason 
enough lefl to thwart some of your intended villainy !" 

" So," returned Leon, compressing his lips and 



THE RZBUFF. 261 

knitting his brows, but speaking in a tone of forced 
calmness, " I was right in my conjecture— you have 
betrayed me !" 

" No, sir, in that conjecture you were wrong, as 
you have been in nearly everything else," replied 
Mrs. Leslie, with indignant hauteur. 

" If you have not betrayed me, how came Miss De 
Vere, the lawyer Raymond, and the artist St. Cloud, 
to be at the house of the Lindens at the very hour I 
had proposed to accompany Yilleta home from your 
dwelling?" 

" I suppose they were brought there by the hand 
of Heaven, to be a witness of your villainy — your 
crime, it may be — even though they be yet ignorant 
of what was done and who it was that did it !" 

"Have a care, Mrs. Leslie!" said Leon, warningly : 
" I have a good memory ; and in the heat of your 
foolish anger, you may say what you would not like 
to have recalled." 

" I say nothing, sir, that I do not mean !" rejoined 
the other, with flashing eyes, while her whole frame 
trembled with passionate excitement; "and I would 
to Heaven my words were scorpions, that every one 
might sting you to the quick!" 

"Umph!" sneered Leon — "a woman in a passion 
should be forgiven all Bhe says, on the ground that her 
temper upsets her reason and makes a fool of her — 
and no one should lay up malice against a fool— - 
though too much unmeaning jargon is very trying to 
one's patience. Now, madam, under the presumption 
that your wits have not wholly deserted you, and that 
you will stand to some of your assertions in your 
cooler moments, I very humbly beg leave to know 
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what jou mean by saying yoa suppose Heaven brought 
together these parties to witness my villainy — it may 
be my crime V* 

" How came you to be with Lionel Linden at the 
very time you had arranged to meet Villeta here ? 
and how happened he to rupture a blood vessel at the 
very moment when you were ready to have him die ?" 
demanded Mrs. Leslie. 

" Well, now, you asked these questions before, I 
believe, or something similar ; and it strikes me you 
would have shown your good sense in waiting for an 
answer, before flying off at a tangent, and letting 
loose so much abuse, and getting yourself in such a 
heat — to say nothing of your insinuation, I may fair- 
ly call it accusation, that I had a hand in the death 
of that noble young man !" 

"Take everything into consideration," rejoined 
Mrs. Leslie, " I do believe you had a design upon his 
life ; and that, by a damnable plot, in which I worked 
as an innocent tool, you hastened his death !*' 

"Jom/ an innocent tool? — ha! ha! very good !" 
sneeringly laughed Leon. " Really, you should put 
your virtue up at a premium, having had your own 
price so many times! There — stop where you are !*' 
added Dupree, as Mrs. Leslie, in an endeavor to keep 
her rage within bounds, clinched her hands and bit 
her lip, while every muscle of her face worked with 
the volcanic throes of the pent up passion. *' Pray 
keep your temper, as I do mine, and sit down, and 
become rational, and I will give you a satisfactory 
explanation. 

" You see, madam,*' he continued, with a satig 
froid that showed him capable of becoming as cold- 
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blooded a TiUain aa lus father, *' yon do me great ia- 
joBtioe with yoor soBpicioiis ; for not eTen mj paa- 
aionate lore of Villeta — and that lore, as I have 
acknowledged, is a bind of Veauvi^ in my bosom— 
not even thtA love, I say, coold hare tempted me to 
injttre Lionel, vbom I also loved as a brother. It vas 
certainly my intention to have called here for Ville- 
ta, for the purpose, aa I told you before, of having s 
little private conversation with her on our way to her 
dwelling, by which I hoped to persuade her to take 
up her residence with yon ; but I had some business 
which detained me till I thought it probable she had 
gone home — and, still wishing to see her, I went to 
her house. I found Lionel alone, and much excited, I 
believe mostly on your account — though I failed to 
learn what had transpired dnring your visit — for he 
was speaking of you and ViUeta, when he was sud- 
denly seiaed with a fit of coughing, which terminated 
in b frightful hemorrhage of the lungs, and, in great 
alarm, I hurried out to summon help and a physician. 
This," concluded Leon, " is the truth, the whole truth, 
and nothing but the truth, whether you choose to be- 
lieve it or not." 

It will be perceived that the story of Dupree — aside 
from his cool, collected, straight-forward manner of 
telling it — ^waa supported by strong probability ; and 
its efiect was to stagger Mrs. Leslie, and tend to the 
overthrow of her well-grounded suspicions. Leon had 
framed his plot upon what he had witnessed of the 
great excitability of Lionel ; he knew positively, from 
& remark made by the latter when he went to execute 
luB design, that Mrs. Leslie had been there and taken 
Villeta away ; he knew this could not have been done 
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without there having been something said to excite 
the emotions of the nervous invalid ; and therefore he 
argued that he might, with little or no risk of contro- 
version, boldly venture the assertion that hb death 
had been indirectly caused by excitement arising from 
what had gone before : while, on the other hand, Mrs. 
Leslie was prepared to believe his statement, from her 
own knowledge of what had occurred during her visit. 

There being no principle in her nature which could 
sanction injustice, even toward an enemy, be that 
enemy never so great a villain — and believing that, to 
the extent of her suspicion and accusation of crime, 
she had done him wrong — she felt it her duty, in so 
much, to make reparation. So she said, in a modified 
tone, but still keeping her eye fixed searchingly upon 
the young villain : 

" Mr. Dupree, are you willing to swear you had no 
part in the death of Lionel Linden, except what you 
have mentioned?" 

" I am !*' replied Leon, with the bold, unwavering 
look of injured innocence ; " I will swear to it by what- 
ever you think sacred ! Dictate the oath !*' 

" Then I have certainly done you great injustice in 
that respect," she rejoined. 

*' Indeed you have, madam," he replied, with secret 
exultation — for it did not suit his base purpose to have 
an open quarrel with one who, as matters stood, pos- 
sessed the power to injure him. ^ And I presume that, 
in the heat of your foolish passion," he continued, 
" you have done me irremediable mischief." 

" All the mischief I have done you, you know," she 
replied. 

'^ Have you not told Miss Do Yere and others, that 
Warren and Dupree are one ?" 
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^^ I have told that secret to no one, Bir." 

"Notevento Villetar' 

"Noteven to Villeta.'' 

^^ TheDy madam, permi( me to say, that I forgive 
you all the harsh language you have made use of in 
my presence alone, under the mistaken supposition 
that I had proved myself a villain." 

" Stop !" said Mrs. Leslie, coldly : " I wish you to 
understand me clearly, before you make further dis- 
play of the magnanimity of forgiveness. So far as I 
did you wrong, in supposing you hastened the death 
of Lionel Linden, I wish to apologize ; but setting 
even that aside, I wish you to understand that I do not 
think I pronounced you a villain without just cause." 

" What do you mean ?" 

^^ Remember Emily, Clara, and Marie !" 

« Well, what of them ?" 

" Are they not the names of three of your victims ? 
are they not the names of three young girls, whom, 
by your base arts and false promises, you ruined, 
body and soul?" 

"Pshaw!" exclaimed Leon, with a shrug of con- 
tempt ; " what are you talking about ? have you turned 
moralist ?" 

" I have at least repented of my part in your in- 
iquities, and resolved to serve you no more!" re- 
joined Mrs. Leslie, sternly. "Each one of these 
poor creatures in turn lived with me ; each one then 
loved you well, and believed you meant her well, and 
I did not undeceive her ; and each one in turn was 
removed to make room for another. Where are they 
now ? Emily is the tenant of a loathsome hell ; Clara, 
lost beyond hope of redemption, is but a grade above 
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her, and fast descending to her level ; and Marie is 
removed from the city, and feeding upon a hope that 
can never be realized, and will eventually come to the 
same awful end of all who are tempted from the 
narrow but pleasant path of virtue by such fiends in 
human form as your unworthy self! Thank God," 
continued Mrs. Leslie, earnestly, ^^ I had no part in 
making them what they already were when you brought 
them hero ; and as it was then too late to save them, 
to restore them to innocence, I let them live on in 
their delusion." 

" And being so very innocent yourself, your vanity 
was doubtless flattered by your superiority !'* sneered 
Leon. 

" Not so, sir !" answered Mrs. Leslie, sternly ; 
"having suffered myself, through similar wrong, I 
knew how to feel for the victims of treachery." 

" Indeed !" again sneered Leon. And then he added, 
with savage bitterness : " Excuse me, if, through your 
taunts, I forget I am a gentleman, and call you a base, 
wilful liar !" 

" Call me anything but your friend !" rejoined Mrs. 
Leslie, growing indignantly calm in the exact ratio 
that Leon grew savagely heated. "Ybw a gentleman, 
forsooth ! Why, there is not one spark of honor in 
your composition." 

"You are either a liar or a hypocrite!" pursued 
Dupree : " for you now pretend you sympathized with 
what you are pleased to term my victims, when you 
well know you always met me with smiles, and treated 
me as your friend." 

"I did not then despise you as much as I do now," 
replied Mrs. Leslie ; " for until you unfolded to mo 
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your dark scheme against the lovely orphan, Yilleta 
Linden, I did not know you were so utterly base and 
depraved." 

^^ But even then you heard me with smiles, and con- 
curred in all my plans," said Leon. 

" How else could I have got at your plans, so as 
to be able to thwart them?" inquired Mrs. Leslie, 
quietly. 

"D — m-^n !" cried Leon, springing up in a rage : 
"then this is no sudden freak of yours ?" 

" Not altogether, sir !" answered Mrs. Leslie. 
" From the moment I heard you mention the name of 
Villeta Linden, I resolved to save her — for your own 
confession declared her innocent — and, with God's 
help, I will keep her so ! She has had trouble enough, 
poor girl ! and you will bo wise to leave her in peace, 
and go your way, and see her no more." 

" I do not wish to harm her," said Leon ; " but 
see her again I must — and soon : I came to see her 
even now." 

"You will not see her to-night, at all events," re- 
turned Mrs. Leslie, firmly ; " and I warn you, that 
the very next time you approach her without my con- 
sent, she shall know it is Leon Dupree, and not Henry 
Warren, who addresses her." 

"But what have I done, to cause this change in 
you?" inquired Leon. "You say that, from the mo- 
ment of hearing her name, you resolved to save her I 
and yet, during my absence in the country, according 
to your own account, you went not near her ; and at 
my request, this very day, you visited her and brought 
her home with you, expecting me to meet her here and 
go back alone with her ; and now, because unfor- 
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tunatelj her brother has chanced to die, you say I 
shall not see her/' 

" I have my reasons for everything I have done," 
said Mrs. Leslie, quietly ; ^'but it is not my intention 
to enter into any explanation — at least with you.'* 

" I trust you do not forget where you are living ?" 
pursued Leon. ^^ This house, and all it contains, be- 
longs to my father and myself/' 

" I forget nothing — would to Heaven I could !" re- 
joined Mrs. Leslie. "The house belongs to your 
father ;-it was rented some four years ago, to me ; and 
that same year I became acquainted with you, who 
proposed to give me the rent, and pay me handsomely 
besides, if I would take a young lady to board. I 
consented. That young lady was Emily. She lived 
here a year, and was succeeded by Clara, who re- 
mained till room was wanted for Marie, for whom the 
house was refurnished in more elegant style. I 
remember all, you see ; and now I have the satisfac- 
tion to inform you, that I intend to seek other quar- 
ters, and take Villeta with me." 

" You are determined to break with me then ?" 

" Such is my intention." 

" Have I not always paid you well ?" 

* _ 

. " Yes, you have been very liberal with your gold, 
and have thus armed me for defence against yourself • 
and now, thank God, having enough to support me 
comfortably, I no longer need your aid." 

" And so your morality sets in with your indepen- 
dence !" sneered Leon. 

"Materially differing from yours," retorted Mrs. 
Leslie, " which, if it ever sets in at all, must set in 
with your poverty : that is to say, whenever it shall bo 
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beyond your power to do evil, you will cease of neces 
sity. It was oppression, sir, which drew me into the 
path of error — not, like yourself, a love of evil — and 
from the moment I can exist independently of evil as- 
sociations, must I- date my reform, or be unworthy of 
God's mercy!" 

*' And has that wonderful moment arrived, miadam ?" 

" I trust it has." 

** You intend to leave this house then V* 

" I do — ^you shall have it within a week if you want 
it." 

^^ But I do not, my dear madam," returned Leon, 
softening his tone and changing his whole manner. 
^^ Come ! what shall I say or do to make up our quar- 
rel? — ^for you know, Mrs. Leslie, how highly I esteem 
you ! You must not go away from here ; and you 
must let me see Villeta ; I will swear to comport my- 
self in any manner you may direct. Oh ! you know 
not how wildly, how madly, I love her !"^ 

" Base, unworthy passion !" rejoined Mrs. Leslie; 
^^ such love as yours, Leon Dupree, instead of elevating 
and ennobling, would drag her down- to perdition." 

♦* No, no — by all th# is sacred, I swear I will not 
wrong her !" returned Leon, passionately. 

You may sffely swear, for I shall stand between her 
and your vile machinations — ^but you know your inten- 
tions are not honorable." 

^* Hitherto they may not have been — ^I will admit 
this much — ^but henceforth they shall be!" said Leon, 
earnestly. " I will woo her as if she were a princess ; 
and if I win her heart, she shall become my wife." 

' " I would see her in her grave first !" rejoined Mrs. 
Leslie. 

"Why, what is she to you?" 
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" Everything — all I have to love. Her mother, if 
you must know all, was my bosom friend." 

^' Ha ! indeed ! This then accounts for your start 
of surprise when I mentioned her name ; and yet you 
solemnly declared you had never seen her, and knew 
no one of the name of Linden !" 

" And I told you the truth," replied Mrs. Leslie. 
"1 did not know her, nor her father — but I knew her 
mother, in her girlhood, when I was young and inno* 
cent — I knew, in fact, Ellen Courtney, but not Ellen 
Linden. One word for all ! Her brother, during the 
only interview I ever had vrith him, this very day, gave 
his. lovely sister into my charge, and I promised to 
take care of her. and protect her, and that pledge is 
sacred. Her brother is dead, and I now claim her aa 
my adopted daughter ; and no daughter of mine, were 
she fclothed in beggar's. rags, and were you rolling in 
untold wealth, should ever clasp your hand in the holy 
bond of marriage. Besides, I have sounded Villeta 
far enough to know she does not love Henry Warren, 
and you need not that I should tell you she would de- 
test Leon Dupree. Go, sir — ^you have your answer." 

" And you will not permit v^ to see her again V* 

" Not to-night, at least." 

'^ And you will tell her my name, an^ blacken my 
character, so that she will hate me ?" said Leon. 

*' Perhaps not, unless you give me further cause. 
For my own sake, I would conceal much that is past." 

*' Well," said Leon, taking up his hat, " I shall obey 
you, and go ; but I trust you will ere long give me 
permission to return, and see Villeta once more, even 
though it be for the last time. Believe me, I am not 
so base at heart as you think me. I have my errors 
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— ^but they are errors of impulse, of heated passion, 
rather than cold-blooded calculation. You, I know, 
possess a kind and generous heart, and will not betray 
my indiscretions. I have trusted you with many se- 
crets ; and even though we never meet again as friends, 
I honestly believe you will take no advantage of that 
confidence. You can injure me if you will — but do 
not forget that I have it in my power to fearfully re- 
taliate. You are excited to-night, and I will see you 
in your cooler moments. Au revoir /" 

" Good night !" said Mrs. Leslie. 

^^So," muttered Leon, clinching his hands, com- 
pressing his lips, and frowning blackly, as he hurried 
up the street, ^^ I am defeated, defied, and threatened ! 
So much for trusting a woman — a* thing of no more 
stability than a weather-vane. Fool-r-fool have I 
been, to put myself so much in her power ! for a word 
to Grace of this would ruin my hopes in that quarter 
forever. And she knows her power ; and she will use 
it, too, no matter what she now says to the contrary. 
Then as I shall have to bear the blame in the end, my 
best plan is to win the game, and win it boldly ; and 
if people must talk, and lalk scandal, let them have a 
nine day's wonder. Ah! Mrs. Leslie, (shaking his 
fist at an imaginary object,) much as you know of me, 
there is, permit me to tell you, much more of me un- 
known ; and if I do not triumph over you yet, taking 
my revenge through sated passion, then call me fool 
as well as villain. Ah ! Villeta, I would have wooed 
you gently, and through tender love would I have won 
— and if you see my rougher nature now, then thank 
your friends ! You must and shall be mine, though 
all the powers of good and evil conspire against me !" 
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CHAPTER XXn. 

MOBE VILLAINY AFOOT. 

Basil Dupree and Isaac Jacobs sat facing each 
other, and looking at each other by the feeble light of 
the pawnbroker's miserable lamp. The place was the 
little beggarly back room in which the Jew kept many 
of his valuables, and his valuable self during his hours 
of sleep — the time in our story was some several days 
from the death of ^Lionel Linden — the hour of night 
not far from twelve. 

The parties had been conversing for some time — 
but it is su£Scient for our purpose to record what fol- 
lows. 

" Put, mine Got !" exclaimed the Jew, angrily, in 
reply to some remark just made by Dupree — " if I 
vash knows noting, den I vash von fools all der times ; 
put if I vash knows so mush ash von idiot, den I 
shwears you vash say you vill gifs me fifty dousand 
doHarsh for der certificates." 

"Yes — but hark ye, you avaricious old sinner!" 
returned Dupree : " I made it conditional on my get- 
ting the whole of the property. You are not such a 
fool, I hope, as to suppose I am going to pay you in 
advance for a scrap of paper that may be of no ben- 
efit to me after all !" 

"How you vash means no penefits, eh?" inquired 
Isaac, anxiously. 

" Why, suppose this girl can prove the marriage 
without the certificate ?" 
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" Fat ahe Hub tells me, mit her own lips, dat she 
vash not knows nopody ash vash at der veddings of 
her f&ders and modera." 

"That may all be; bnt if the parties are living, 
the; will he found, tmst the lawyers for that," re- 
joined Dnpree. " And speaking of lawyers," he con- 
tinned," " I have been to see Vincent, who is empow- 
ered to act as agent for the Englbb tmstees, and I . 
assare yon be is just as shrewd a man as I care to have 

dealings with, and so honest that I dared not 

approach him with a bribe. I tried to make him be- 
lieve this girl to bo illegitimate— bnt he said be knew 
better, and he would take care to refute the slander 
before just such witnesses as would cnt off my expec- 
tations of at least qne-balf of this fortune. Cnrse 
him ! I would I bad his heart's blood ! And do yon 
know, Isaac, (lowering his voioe,) that I think he 
strongly suspects the hand we bad in that Linden 
affair ?" 

"Eh! cood Lord I" ejaculated the pawnbroker, 
starting in alarm : " vaf for yon vash say dat ?" 
' " Because he asked some very curious quostions — 
questions of mysterious import — but which I fancied 

I understood, though I took good care to appear 

■ very ignorant of his meaning, aud very innocent." 

"Put he vills not peaples to broves noting?" re- 
turned the Jew, anxiously. 
f "Perhaps not, if we manage to get this Jack Guth- 
rie safely out of the way, and yon keep yourself quiet 
and on your guard." 

" Der graves vash tells so mush ash mineself," said 
the money-lender, quickly. "Put he vash not knows 
me ; he vash never sbees me ; and if he vash knows 
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me all der times, he vash never 'shpe^e me to knows 
vat goes on ven I vash in mine rooms here and in mine 
peds — oh, no !" 

"You do not know what he knows or suspects," 
said Duprec, coldly ; " but do not flatter yourself, 
that if ever I get into a scrape on account of that af- 
fair, which was one of your own projecting, I will let 
. you ojff safely. But come ! to the point. Do you let 
me have this certificate ; and besides swearing to 
shield you from all harm, I will also swear, on the 
honor of a gentleman, as I told you before, that if I 
by this means get possession of the whole of this prop- 
erty, I will pay over to you fifty thousand dollars in 
current' funds." 

"Der honor of der shentlemans ish all very cood 
for some dings," said old Jacobs, warily, "put der 

« 

l^ws vash never makjes it cood to pay der monish ; and 
ven I sells, I vash always gets der monish, or der 
bonds so cood ash der monish. Dat ish fair pargains." 
" Then you are not willing to trust to my honor?" 
" I never vash trusts to nopody's honor — so helps 
me !*' returned Isaac. " Honor ish vort noting more 
ash von pufis of der preaths in der air, in der monish 
pusiness. Mishter Dupree, I tells you so plain ash I 
vash shpeaks it, I vash co to you, and I vash say I haf 
von paper ash vill shtop der Lindens from brove dey 
ever vash haf faders and moders ; and I vash ask you 
vat you gifs ; and you vash ask me vat I takes ; and 
I vash say fifty' dousand dollarsh ; and you vash say 
you gifs it ; and now you vash vants it for shust noting 
at all, to pay in der honor of der shentlemans. I vills 
not trade so." 
^^But, you old fool," returned Dupree, angrily, 
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*^ cannot you understand, what I have twice explained 
to you, that this offer was made on condition of my 
getting the property, the Linden share, through this 
means? If there is other proof, this certificate is 
good for nothing ; and would I not be a pretty simple- 
ton to pay you for a thing of no value? Vincent 
says the marriage can be proved — perhaps he knows, 
perhaps he don't — but with even a possibility against 
me, I should not be justified by com&on sense in giving 
you a sum which is a small fortune of itself. And 
then only think how long a time must elapse before 
the claim of this girl can be set aside and the decree 
rendered in favor of my wife ! And consider, also, 
the contingencies that may arise meantime ! Remem- 
ber, when you were at my house, not very long ago, 
there were living two Linden heirs ; now there is only 
one ; and how do I know that this one may not die 

too? By !" exclaimed Dupree, with a start, as 

a dark, damnable idea sprung up in his mind : ^^ if 
this girl were out of the way, there would be no heirs ! 
Eh T Jacobs— eh ?*' 

" Put she ish not out of der vays !** said Isaac. 

"But she might be put out of the way — eh?" re- 
joined Dupree, quickly. " Ah ! Isaac, my old friend, 
, this would be something like — something tangible in 

its results — something worth paying for — yes, by ! 

Come, old fellow, you are good at scheming, and good 
at executing too — tell me ! cannot we manage it be- 
tween us in some way ?" 

"No!'' replied the Jew, sharply — "I vash not 
takes der monish out of mine pockets to throws aVay 
fornotings." 

" How throw away ? explain !" » 
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^^I haf dish certificates, dat ish vort monish- 
great deal of monish — -Fader Apraham only knows 
how mush monish it ish vort ; and if you vash not 
pays it, I vills co and sells it to der gals herself ; and 
if she CO dead, vat for it vash vort den you tells me ?" 

"Oho! I see!" said Dupree: "you have a keen 
eye to business, Isaac/' 

" I vash always minds der pusiness," replied Isaac, 
with a kind of chitlltlCk 

" And so do I," rejoined the other ; " and I always 
turn my eye to that which I think will return the 

most profit. By ! the more I think of it, the 

more I am determined to have this girl out of the way." 

"If you vash tries to kills her," said the Jew, an- 
grily, " I vills CO and tells her all apout it." ' 

"You will, eh?" rejoined Dupree, with a dark 
frown, as he fixed his cold, devilish eyes steadily upon 
his companion in crime. "And all because I may 
not choose to purchase, at an exorbitant price, a scrap 
of paper which may be of no benefit to myself, and 
which you yourself stole !" 

"Shust so, Mishter Dupree — shust so!" said the 
Jew, returning the savage glance of the other with a 
fiendish look of defiance. " You vash makes a great 
deal of monish vare I vash makes noting ; and now 
you vills gif mc some of der monish, or else I vills 
spoils all your plans mit der polishe — so helps me !" 

" Umph ! do you dare to threaten me, you old sin- 
ner !" said Dupree, half sneeringly, half savagely. 

" Why, you old reprobate ! if you dare to foil 

a plan of mine, I will* cut your throat and send jfou 

to the d ^1!" 

^^ Yeslu" almost chuckle^ Isaac, "you vash say.SQ 
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von time pefore ; and so I vash fix it dat ven I dies 
you vill hangs — dat ish der vay I makes mineself safes." 

^^ Ha ! what do you mean ?'' asked Dupree, turning 
pale. 

^^ I vash knows you pe not so mush oood dat you 
vash not shtops to take mine lifes," grinned the pawn- 
broker ; " and so I shust writes down all apout yourself 
and mineself, and vat ve vash doj[on times, and all 
der times, and I vash put dish pflpei# away so safes 
ash never vash till I vill dies, and den it vills pe found, 
and it vill tells der story more straight ash me." 

** Why, you old seoundrel !" cried Dupree, 

starting up in rage and alarm : ^^ this then will testify 
against me, die when you may?" 

" Shust so ! — che ! che ! che ! — shust so !" chuckled 
Isaac. ^'Dat vash der vay I vash makes mineself 
safes. So long ash I vills lifs, der paper tells noting 
— put ven I coes dead, it shpeaks der truths." 

^^ Isaac," rejoined Dupree, smothering his rage, re- 
suming his seat, and speaking in a calm, quiet tone, 
^^ is it really true that you have written such a paper ?" 

'^ Holy Apraham curse mineself more ash der tuyvel, 
if it ish not so true ash you vash sits dere dish min- 
utes !" replied the Jew, exultingly. " You vill kills 
me, eh ? Den you hangs mit der ropes. Dat ish fair 
pargains." 

'^ But, my friend, do you not see that by this course 
you run the risk of being detected before you die, and 
of having your own neck stretched by the rope ?" 
• ^^ Eh ! vat you means ?" queried the pawnbroker, 
with a slight start. 

**' Suppose this paper should be found 7 — it implicates 
you as well as me." 
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" "Put I vash fix it 80 it vash not pe finds pefore I 
vash die mineselfs." 

Dapree mased a moment, and then said, coldly : 

" I am glad you have told me, old man, for now 
I know my course." 

" Eh ! vat you vash do ?" inquired old Jacobs, with 
a show of uneasiness. 

" What will I d^" replied Dupree, sternly. *' ^Lis- 
ten ! I will te# ^i. At an early hour to-morrow 
morning, I will repair to a magistrate, and make a full 
confession of the whole transaction. 

" Den you vills hangs mit der ropes," said the Jew. 

" No, turning State's evidence will save me ; but 
you and Jack Guthrie will hang, and be " to you !" 

" Put you vills not do so !" 

" As sure as you and I live, unless you produce that 
paper and destroy it this very night." 

" Oh, cood Lord ! oh. Fader Apraham ! vat for I 
tells you ?" 

" The devil prompted you, for he wants your soul, 
and will get it soon." 

" Put you vash comes here for to kills Ploody Jack 
dish night," replied the Jew. 

" And so I might have done, had he come before 
you exposed the trap you have set for my ruin," 
answered Dupree ; " but now, instead of killing him, 
I will leave you both to the hangman. My mind ia 
made up — seek not to alter my determination — ^your 
days are numbered — to-morrow you will be arrested," 
added Dupree, rising as if to depart. 

" Oh, mine Got ! I vash not dink you vash do so !" 
cried the Jew, in alarm. "Shpose I vash gets dish 
paper and gifs you— eh ?" 
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^' You could write another : I will not be safe till I 
confess all. Besides, it is not in your power to get it 
to-night, and to-morrow morning I go to the magis- 
trate." 

" Oh, yesh 1" exclaimed the Jew, in trepidation ; 
^^ if yon vash shwears not to shpeaks of der pusiness, 
I vill gets it, and ye vill purns it to der smokes." 

"But what of that? you could write another!" 
said Dupree. 

" Put I vills not writes anoder-H9o helps me. Fader 
Apraham !" returned the pawnbroker, anxiously. 
" Oh ! cood Mishter Dupree, I rash only means der 
joke all der times." 

" A ugly way of joking !" answered Dupree. 

" But never mind this time ! Produce the paper, and 
let me bum it, and all shall be forgotten." 

" Put den you vill kills me !" whined old Jacobs. 

"No, you are not worth the risk!" sneered Du- 
pree. 

After some further hesitation, and assurance that 
no harm should come to him, the Jew went to his old 
bed, and drew forth the paper from the mattress, 
where he had hid it, both for greater security and the 
convenience of getting and destroying it in the event 
of his place being searched during his lifetime. On 
getting possession of the confession, and finding it 
was written in German, which he did not understand, 
Dupree immediately folded and secured it in hi3 pock- 
et, observing : 

" I will take care of this, Isaac— it will be of ser- 
vice to me." 

" Put, mine Got ! vat for you vash not purns it 
now?" cried the Jew, in alarm. "Somepody vash 
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gets der secrets, and den ye poth hangs mit der 
ropes !" 

" No danger, my worthy friend — give yourself no 
uneasiness !'' sneered Dupree. ^' I will take care that 
no one shall see it, so long as you may find it to your 
interest to act in accordance with my wishes." 

^^ Yat you means V* demanded the old man, in alarm. 

" Why, Isaac, the truth is, I think you have over- 
reached yourself, and are now in my power/' returned 
Dupree, quietly. 

«' Eh ! holy Moshes! how vwh I?" 

" You know best what you have written in this 
paper, and signed with your own name ; but if it is 
what I think it is, a few judicious erasures may render 
it such an instrument as will only criminate yourself 
and Jack Guthrie, leaving me out of the question 
altogether. Isaac, it is very dangerous to play with 
edge tools ; and it is sheer folly for a man of your 
age to run a tilt of cunning with a man like myself, 
in the very prime of life — you are sure of being wors- 
ted in the end." 

It was no part of Dupree's plan to make any use of 
the paper— for he well knew that he could not crimin- 
ate the Jew without ruuning a fearful risk himself — 
but he hoped to intimidate the old man, and in this he 
succeeded. 

" Oh, mine Got !" cried the money-lender, clasping 
his bony hands, and assuming an attitude of supplica- 
tion : '^ you vills not do so, cood Mishter Dupree ! oh, 
Holy Apraham! you vills not do so dish time!" 

" Yes, you villain !" answered Dupree, harshly — " I 
will do just so. I will have you arrested, tried, and 
hung for murder ! and this very document shall be the 
means of your conviction !" 
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^^ Ohy mine Got ! mine Got ! cood Lord ! creat 
Moshes! holy Apraham!" cried the pawnbroker, 
trembling all oyer, and half distracted with terror. 

"And yet," added Dupree, in a tone less harsh, "I 
will spare you,- on one condition." 

" Shpeaks it!" gasped the other. 

" Contrive some plan to get this girl, this Villeta 
Linden, out of the way, and I solemnly promise, not 
only that your life shall be secure, but that I will give 
you a sum in* itself a fortune." 

" Vat you gifs ?" demanded old Jacobs, eagerly, all 
considerations of personal danger becoming absorbed 
by the one great ruling thought of his life — personal 
gain. And gain, too, coupled with his monomaniac 
idea of revenge : for let the reader not lose sight ^t 
the fact, that Villeta Linden was a descendant, on her 
father's side, of Hagar Jacobs, the hated sister of 
Isaac ; and that, because of this, he would gladly have 
taken her life, only that her death might double the 
portion of the wife and son of Dupree, who were also 
descendants of the same detested Hagar ; and that he 
first wished to make sure of a large sum from Basil 
Dupree for the certificate which had so mysteriously 
come into his possession : by all of which, it will be 
seen, he was placed in a very perplexing quandary — 
though, under the circumstances, inclining to the 
belief that his better plan would be to unite his 
gain with his revenge. "Eh! vat. you gifs?" he 
repeated. 

"Why, if you .will manage to put this girl as safely 
out of the way as her father, and without my having 
a hand in it, I will give you the fifty thousand dollars 
I promised," replied Dupree. 
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"You villa gifs seventy-fivd, eh?" queried Isaac, 
with grasping eagerness. • 

"No— fifty." 

" Oh, yesh — ^you vills gifs seventy-five ?" 

" Well, then, do your work soon, and sure, and with- 
out blunder, and have your own price." 

" Put vat vills make you pays der monish ?" inquired 
the Jew, anxiously. 

" My honor. You must trust to that !" he added, 
as he saw an expression of dissatisfaction settle upon 
the harsh, wrinkled features of his companion in 
crime. "Remember! I have your confession in my 
pocket, and I will use it if you refuse." 

"Gh, mine Got!" groaned the Jew; "I vilb not 
shleeps no more if you vash not purns dat." 

" The moment the girl is dead, I will burn it — I swear 
it, by my hopes of life !" said Dupree. 

" But how I vash do it ?" returned the Jew, in per- 
plexity. ^^'If I vash so young as von times, den I vash 
do it ; put now I ish so olds ash — " 

" Cannot you get Bloody Jack to help you, for a 
consideration ?" interrupted Dupree. " We might spare 
him now, and silence him afterward." 

" Oh, yesh, dat ish cood — you ish von mans among 
der millions !" cried the Jew, delightedly. " Yesh, 
Ploody Jack vills do — che ! che ! che ! Put vy he 
vash not comes, eh ?" 

"It is time," said Dupree, looking at his watch; 
" it is aLready past twelve o'clock. I hope he will not 
fail us. Ha ! ha !" he laughed ; "how we scheme — 
eh ! Isaac ? An hour ago we were ready and waiting 
to send him to kingdom come ; and now we want to 
send him to send another there first." 
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" Che ! che ! che !" chuckled the money-lender— 
" dish ish von very queer vorld — very queer — che ! 
che ! che !" Fader Apraham knows dat. Oh, how I 
vash likes to Ufa in dish queer vorld ! der cood Lord 
gifs his old servant fifty years pefore he vash calls 
mineselfs, and I vills pray so mush as never vash«" 

" By-the-by, Isaac, you may as well let me have 
that certificate ; it can no longer be of use to you ; 
and perhaps my reading of it will suggest something 
for our mutual benefit. " 

"Vat you gifs, eh?'* demanded the other, with his 
usual avaricious eagerness : ^^ vat you gifs, and pays 
dish minutes, eh?" 

" Why," said Dupree, musingly, "just to make it 
interesting, and reward you for your trouble, I will 
give you my check for five hundred dollars." 

" Von dousand I gives it." 

" Very well — it is a bargain. I have a blank here : 
get me pen, ink, and sand, and I will fill it out at 
once." 

The Jew hastened to produce the writing-materials ; 
and while Dupree wrote, he unlocked his safe, and 
brought forth, not the genuine certificate, but the one 
he had forged, according to a design made known 
in a previous chapter. Dupree filled out the blank 
with ink, till he came to the name, when, wiping his 
pen hastily, and wetting it with his mouth, he signed 
it in water, and immediately shook over it the black 
sand, which, adhering, gave it the appearance of ink. 
They exchanged papers, each highly delighted at his 
own Cunning in outwitting the other. As the Jew, 
after seeing the amount of the check was right, care- 
fully folded and placed it in his safe, he chuckled to 
himself, and muttered in German : 
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Cheat 6ld Isaac, will he ! get the better of a man 
who has seen ninety-and-five years, eh ! Father Apra- 
ham forbid ! He's got the forged paper, and the gen- 
uine one is here, if ever I want to make use of it/' 

" Ha ! ha !" laughed Dupree to himself—" the old 
scoundrel is not so smart as he thinks ! How aston« 
ished he will be when he presents that check at the 
bank and finds no signature to it !" 

" Isaac," he said aloud, as he glanced at the names 
of the witnesses on the marriage certificate, ^' I have 
it ! I have it ! If Jack will only come and join us in 
our scheme, we can do it bravely !" 

At this nloment three low taps on the outer door 
announced that Jack Guthrie was at hand. 

And as the Jew admits the old sailor, let us with- 
draw, because it is not our purpose to report the con- 
versation of that trio of villains — ^but the curious 
reader shall see the results of that conference, if he 
will but have patience and read on to the close. 



CHAPTER XXIIL 

CONSCIENCE REPROVES. 

^Something more than a- week had passed away 
from the death of Lionel Linden, and Villeta, dressed 
in 'deep mourning, was seated by the open window, in 
the elegant little parlor of the house still occupied by 
Mrs. Leslie. Never had she looked more fascinating, 
more heavenly, than now — for the marble paleness of 
her features, contrasting with her black habiliments 
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of woe, seemed to throw off an unearthly light — and 
as you gazed upon her lovely countenance, with its 
sad, earnest, speaking, deep blue eyes, with the gold- 
en hair crowning her head and looking like a halo, you 
could easily fancy you beheld an angelic spirit impris- 
oned in an earthly form. 

The past few days had been days of exciting events 
to Villeta, and scarcely till now had she found herself 
alone with her thoughts since the death of her 
beloved brother. That brother had been consigned 
to his final resting place, but not as one poor and 
friendless. His remains had been taken charge of by 
friends, Villeta scarcely knew who ; the funeral sermon 
had been preached in a neighbouring church ; the cof- 
fin had been as costly as affection could desire ; the 
funeral train, as it moved through the city, to a dist- 
ant but beautiful cemetery, had been long, and no 
empty pageant; and many strange voices had spoken 
to her gentle words of sympathy and condolence. 
Besides all these external marks of sympathy and re- 
spect, Villeta had experienced the consolation of affec- 
tionate regard from Grace De Vere and Mrs. Leslie, 
not to speak of the brotherly kindness of Julian St. 
Cloud and Herbert Raymond, and her spirit had been 
strengthened with the knowledge that she was no 
longer a friendless being, doomed to struggle alone 
with her grief and poverty. 

Still she was very sad ; for the l§st tie of kin- 
dred had been severed — the last of her race, so to 
speak, was gone— her brother, her dearly beloved 
. brother, at least all of him that was mortal, was 
quietly resting in the cold earth, and would soon mingle 
with the dust around him, or return to the living ele* 
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ments from which he had sprung, but would be Lionel 
Linden on earth no more forever. And yet she 
believed, she felt, she knew that he was not where 
they had laid his mortal remains ; she knew he had 
risen above death, immortal as the angels ; she knew 
he was now beyond the miseries of earth ; she thought 
it possible his spirit might still be with her ; she had 
seen him once, surrounded by a shining throng — and, 
whatever others might think, she knew it was no illu- 
sion of fancy, but a sublime and holy truth ; and 
therefore she thought it was wrong, because selfish, to 
grieve and repine at what, if a loss to her, was a gain 
to him. 

Yilleta was sitting alone, and for more than an hour 
had been alone, silently communing with herself, when 
Mrs. Leslie, who had been out on business, entered 
the parlor with a somewhat nervous step, and, seating 
herself by the gentle mourner, gazed fondly, sadly and 
anxiously into her pale, sweet face. 

" You look troubled, my dear friend," said Villeta, 
in surprise : " has anything happened to give you pain 
or uneasiness ?" 

" My dear child," answered Mrs. Leslie, with con- 
siderable emotion, "I have been thinking for some 
days that we ought to part — but not till this moment 
have I been able to summon su£Scient resolution to tell 
you so." 

" Part !" echoed Villeta, with a start. " Why, Mrs. 
Leslie, what do you mean ? what has happened ?" 

" Oh, my dear, sweet, innocent child, you do not 
know me — ^you do not know what a wretch I have 
been !" said Mrs. Leslie, bursting into tears. " You 
must leave me, Villeta — ^you must fly from me — I am 
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no fit associate for you, and those who are now your 
friends. It almost breaks my heart to tell you this — 
I meant to have kept it from you — but my guilty soul 
•will give me no peace ; and now I confess, through 
compulsion, as one on the rack." 

"Confess what?" said Villeta, excitedly ;" what 
have you done ?" 

" I have lived a life of sin and guilt, Villeta, ever 
since I left England. It was a knowledge of this 
which kept me back from your sweet mother — it is 
this horrible truth which rises up as an eternal bar- 
rier between us. Leave me, Villeta— fly froig me — 
shun me — go and make your home with the innocent 
and virtuous ! and if your gentle heart can still pity, 
rather than loathe, the wretched being before you, 
Temember me in your prayers !" 

".Why, Mrs, Leslie, how wildly you talk !" ex- 
claimed Villeta, beginning to grow alarmed. " Oh ! 
speak — ^tell me — what have you done ? what awful 
crime have you committed, that you should bid me 
tear myself away from the kindest friend I ever had ?*' 

" I cannot tell you face-to-f»ce, with those sweet, 
innocent eyes of yours fixed upon me ; but the record 
is here — I have prepared it for your gaze — and when 
you shall have read it, I will return to you.*' 

And as she spoke, Mrs. Leslie placed a letter in the 
hand of Villeta, and hastily left the room. Villeta 
opened it, with a throbbing heart, and read the darker 
history of Margaret Colonnel — for the name of Les- 
lie had been assumed from one who had given her no 
legal claim to the appellation. This history we need 
not transcribe. It was simply the confession of one 
who had, at an early age, swerved from the path of 
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virtue, and had since led a somewhat wild and disso* 
late life, and had deeply sinned against herself and 
society, but had never stooped to crime. It was the 
confession of a repentant woman, whose tears of con- 
trition had put many a blot upon the otherwise fair 
page — and, what was of far higher importance, had 
perhaps at the same moment blotted many a dark 
record from the Great Book of Life, that it might not 
stand against her in the Eternal Hereafter. 

Villeta read with astonishment, pity and pain ; she 
read and wept ; she read the letter thrice through ; 
and th^ starting up impulsively, she hastily sought 
the author. She found Mrs. Leslie in her boudoir, 
her face buried in her handkerchief, and weeping bit- 
terly. She did not hear Villeta enter, and the first 
intimation she had of her presence, the arms of the 
lovely orphan were around her neck, and that lovely 
face was pillowed upon her bosom. 

*'0h! Mrs. Leslie,'* sobbed Villeta, "ask me not 
to leave you — but let me stay, and love, and comfort 
you !" 

"Have you read #11?" chokingly inquired Mrs. 
Leslie, as she impulsively strove to put the fair girl 
from her, as if she felt, that her own touch might 
prove contamination. 

" Yes, I have read all, dear madam, thrice," re- 
turned Villeta. " You have erred — ^you have sinned 
— but you have also repented, and God has forgiven 
you." 

" Oh, no — that cannot be T' sobbed Mrs. Leslie. 
" God has not forgiven me — ^perhaps He never will." 

" Oh, be not unjust to your Maker !" said Villeta, 
solemnly. " Would you not forgive an erring but re- 
pentant mortal?" 
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" Perhaps I might — ^but I am human." 

*'And therefore imperfect. If the little good in 
the creature can forgive, how much more shall He 
forgive in whom there is no evil ? Is the Maker less 
^than the made ? is there more of divine in the crea- 
ture than the Creator ?*' 

" But you, sweet child — do you not despise me ?" 
Bobbed Mrs. Leslie. 

" No, I love you more than ever — for now I know 
how you have suffered, 9fii how much you need the 
consolation of a sympathetic friend." 

" Oh ! Villeta, sweet angel, God bless you ! You 
unnerve me !" pursued Mrs. Leslie, in a choking voice. 
** I was not prepared for this ; for though I did not 
think you would treat me harshly — ^knowing it was not 
in your nature — I yet thought you would fear me, 
even though you pitied, and withdraw from me as 
from a contagion." 

" I am sorry, my dear friend," replied Villeta, in a 
reproachful tone, *^ that you should have formed so 
tmfavorable an opinion of me." 

" Oh ! sweet girl, view it not in that light ! What 
I expected was justice — justice to yourself and firiends 
who are innocent — justice to myself who have sinned." 

" But you misjudged me, dear madam, for I will 
not leave you," said Villeta. 

" But you forget, dear girl, that the stain upon my 
character may be communicated to yours by associa- 
tion. Remember who you are, and what you may be ; 
remember you are not now unknown and friendless— 
and that, ere long, by this turn of fortune in your fa- 
vor, you may take a position with the richest and 
proudest of the land !" - 

19 
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" 1 will remain with you," rejoined Villota, posi- 
tively : " whatever may be my position now or here- 
after, I will not stand aloof from one who came to 
me with the open hand of friendship in my hour of 
sorrow: nor would I forget the friend my mother 
loved, even were that friend prostrate beneath the 
scorn and contempt of mankind." 

"Oh! sweet, noble girl, how you make ine love 
you !" cried Mrs. Leslie, impulsively catching Villeta 
to her heart and bursting into tears. " But you know 
not all," she sobbed ; " and now I dare not tell you all 
— ^for you might at last despise me, and withdraw from 
me, and that now would break my heart !" 

"Tell me nothing then," said Villeta; "keep all 
your secrets to yourself: I will trust you for the fu- 
ture, whatever may have happened in the past." 

" But we must leave this house, and at once, Ville- 
ta,*' said Mrs. Leslie, hastily drying her tears. " Shall 
I tell you why ?" 

" Is it a part of your secret ?" 

"It is." 

" Then tell me nothing, but make whatever change 
you desire : let me be ignorant of anythmg that will 
give you pain." 

" God bless you, sweet angel ! God bless you !" re- 
joined Mrs. Leslie, with great emotion. " Oh, what 
a treasure have I found in you ! You will save me 
yet — I feel it in my soul. I will go forth at once, and 
seek a place where I can dwell in peace, disturbed by 
no unpleasant memories." 

At this moment the servant entered the apartment, 
and brought the warm blood to the pale cheek of Vil- 
leta, by the announcement that Julian St. Cloud was 
in the parlor below and desired to see her. 



THE LOVERS. 291 

** Ah ! sweet child," said Mrs. Leslie, " if you can 
only love him as he loves you, your life of happiness 
has just begun — for^ he is handsome and gifted, and 
has a soul of honor, or I know nothing of human na- 
ture." 

Villeta made no reply — but turned, in some confu- 
sion, and hastily quitted the apartment. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 



THE LOVERS. 



What is love? who can define it ? We see its ac- 
tion upon others — we feel its action upon ourselves — 
and yet who can say what it is, how it originates, or 
whore it exists ? 

It has a grasp upon our spirit, which draws it to 
another spirit, as the loadstone attracts the responsive 
steel ; and yet we can see not by what means — know 
not by what cause. It is spontaneous in its origination, 
subtile in its action, mysterious in its development, 
and powerful in its efiects. It is the master passion 
of the human soul — the highest, purest, holiest. It is 
the connecting link between man and spirit, spirit and 
angel, angel and God. But who can define it ? 

Villeta loved, and loved Julian St. Cloud. Let not 
this announcement, following so close upon the death 
of her brother, shock the sober propriety of our most 
sober of readers — for the fair girl was no more to 
blame for this spontaneous reaching forth of her soul 
to mingle with its affinity, than is the magnet for its 
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invisible grasp upon the needle. It was a passion not 
of the will — its emotions were beyond control. 

Nor was its origin so recent as the reader may for 
a moment suppose. Let him recall the conversation 
between Villeta and Leon, in an early chapter of our 
story, and he can bear witness to her acknowledgment 
that she had seen one being who had excited an emo- 
tion in her breast to which she had before been a stran- 
ger. That being was Julian St. Cloud. She had met 
him in the street, she had gazed upon him for a mo- 
ment, she had felt her soul thrill with a strange emo-. 
tion, and she had lost sight of him as she believed 
fore"^. She knew not who he was, whence he came, 
or whither he went — she only knew she had seen one 
whose image, by some wonderful power, was in a mo- 
ment so stamped upon the memory of the soul, that 
it ever after stood out bright and glorious, undimmed 
by the cloud of darker events which swept over it. 
We have shown that he had^ remembered her, and, by 
his art, had transferred her lovely image to an exterior 
form — and she, from the same mysterious cause, had 
remembered him and kept his image sacred in her 
heart. The unexpected meeting of the parties in the 
chamber of death we have shown. The principle of 
love did not generate there — it was only awakened 
from its dormant state — roused from a passive into an 
active existence. The conduct of Julian on that pain- 
ful occasion was noble ; the hand of friendship was ex- 
tended at a moment when the fond ties of affection, 
quickened by death, placed the soul in its deepest 
want of human sympathy ; his friendship was given 
at a moment of all others when the heart of the 
mourner was most susceptible to human kindness ; and 
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where another would have won gratitude for gentle 
words and noble deeds, Julian won love. 

Yes, from that moment Yilleta Linden loved Julian 
St. Cloud. Yet not in that moment did she think of 
it — not in that moment did she know it. She felt 
strangely, through a combination of strange emotions 
— but her vital powers were too much exhausted by 
grief to permit her to analyze her feelings. A cloud 
was upon her spirit — but through a rift in that cloud 
streamed a soft and soothing light, though the mind 
was too much depressed to trace that light to its 
source. 

Since that night of sorrow, Yilleta had seen and 
conversed with Julian at different times ; and though 
their conversation had never touched upon love, but 
bad ever been upon matters of the most serious im- 
port, yet soul had spoken to soul in a language which 
required no external signs to convey a truth, a sublime 
and holy truth, to the innermost depths of being. 

And now, as Villeta entered the parlor where Julian 
sat awaiting her, she felt not a little embarrassed by 
the consciousness of a something which she was unable 
to define ; and as he arose and came forward to greet 
her, with his handsome, manly features all aglow, she 
felt the warm blood rush upward and press upon her 
brain, till the room seemed to swim around her, and 
objects for the moment grew dim and indistinct. 

" Pardon me, Miss Linden," said Julian, in a low and 
somewhat tremulous tone, " if I seem in any manner 
intrusive ! Great sorrows, like yours, fill the soul with 
heavy thoughts, and create a desire for silence and 
solitude; but I know, from sad experience, it is not 
always best to indulge our grief beyond a certain 
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degree, because by so doing we enervate both body 
and mind and prolong our sufferings. It is right and 
proper we should grieve for the loss of our friends — 
for it is a tribute of affection due to the memories of 
those we loved while with us — but it is also right and 
proper we should remember that excessive grief can- 
not be of any benefit to them, and must certainly be of 
injury to ourselves and to the living friends who sym- 
pathize with us." 

" Your remarks are correct, Mr. St. Cloud," sighed 
Villeta, as she quietly seated herself; " but it is easier, 
I find, to assent to a philosophical truth, than to act 
out the truth of a philosophy at war with the feelings 
which govern. However, I do earnestly endeavor to 
be resigned to the will of Him who hath seen proper 
to remove my friends; but the death of my noble 
brother, though long anticipated, was a terrible shock 
to me — the more terrible that I was not with him in 
his last moments." . 

" It was indeed a terrible blow," responded Julian, 
in a tone of earnest sympathy, " and I felt for you 
from my very soul. But you must try and console 
yourself with the reflection, that here on earth it was 
his hard fate to languish and suffer and look forward 
to death as a release from trouble and pain ; and may 
we not safely trust that he is now living in a better 
world ? in a world where sickness, pain and death are 
unknown ?" 

" Oh, yes," said Villeta, " I know he is better off 
than he could be here, and the thought brings joy to 
my soul even in the midst of my grief." 

" I am glad to hear you speak thus," returned Julian, 
'^for it shows the strength of the Christian's hope to 
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sustain us in our hours of deepest affliction and buoy us 
above the terrors of death." 

In this vein the conversation was carried on for 
some time longer, when gradually it took a turn, and 
Julian said, in a voice tremulous with emotion : 

^^ Little did I think, Miss Linden, when I responded 
to the call of distress and entered the apartment 
where your brother expired, that I was about to 
meet, in the only living ^mourner of the deceased, 
a being whose image had long been enshrined in my 
heart." 

"I do not think I understand you," said Villeta, 
turning slightly pale. 

'^I mean that we did not meet in that solemn 
chamber of death for the first time," replied Julian, 
earnestly. " No, Miss Linden, we had met before — a 
year before. You probably do not remember the 
occasion — how should you ?— but to me our first meet- 
ing was an event never to be forgotten. In a single 
moment your image became so vividly impressed upon 
my mind, that I do not think it would ever have been 
erased by time, even had I never looked upon you 
again. Judge then of my surprise, when, in that 
chamber of death, while waiting for the return of one 
whom I supposed to be a stranger, I casually took up 
a painting, and beheld the likeness of the being whose 
remembrance had often been present in my waking 
thoughts, and whose bright image had often mingled 
in my dreams ! — and when I was told it was the 
likeness of the sister of the deceased, I could not 
credit the assertion — for somehow, I know not how, 
I had come to look upon you as something more than 
mortal." 
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While Julian was speaking, Yilleta became much 
agitated, and her sweet features flushed and paled 
alternately. She ventured no reply, however ; and after 
gazing fondly upon her for a few moments, in silence, 
he inquired : 

" Will you tell me the history of that painting ?" 

"All I know of it," answered Villeta, "is that 
it was one evening brought to me by a gentleman 
of the name of Warren, who said it was a likeness 
of myself, and that he had himself painted it from 
memory." 

" Warren !" returned Julian, in a tone of surprise ; 
" was this the name of the gentleman who brought it 
to you and claimed to be the artist ?" 

" Yes — do you know him ?** 

" I know no one of that name," replied Julian. " Is 
he a friend of yours ?" 

" He was very kind to my poor brother and myself, 
and therefore I fear I should do wrong not to call him 
a friend." 

" Have you seen him lately ?" 

"I have not seen him since the death of my broth- 
er — though Mrs. Leslie tells me he called here the 
same evening, and was very anxious to speak with 
me— but not considering me in a proper condition 
to see any one, she made serious objections, and 
he went away, apparently oifended, and has not called 
since." 

" Does Mrs. Leslie know anything of him ?" inquired 
Julian. 

"Oh, yes — he is her kinsman, I believe." 

^' Strange !'' mused Julian, as he remembered to 
whom he had sold the painting, and the promise that 
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had bceD exacted of him, that, see it where he might, 
he should not claim the execution as his own — a prom- 
ise from which, under the circumstances, he would 
gladly now have given much to be released. "But," 
he added, mentally, "if my promise binds me not to 
reveal the name of the artist, I certainly am not 
bound to connive at villainy, and I think I see some- 
thing here that is not as it should be. Who is this 
Warren ? He cannot be a gentleman, for no gentle- 
man would sail under false colors — ^no gentleman 
would lay claim to merit not his own. And if he 
would deceive in one thing, he certainly would in an- 
other. Why did Leon Dupree give two hundred dol- 
lars for the picture ? Did he purchase it for himself, 
or for a friend ? If for himself, then is he the Mr. 
Warren ; and thus, being guilty of a double deception, 
must have a sinister purpose in view, is a villain at 
heart, and deserves exposure." 

" Pardon me. Miss Linden," he said, aloud, " if I 
seem inquisitive ! but I have an honest motive in push- 
ing my inquiries. Was not this Mr. Warren present 
at the moment when your brother was attacked ?" 

" So I was informed by Mrs. Morley." 

" Why did he leave so suddenly ?" 

" He went for a physician." 

" But did not return ?" 
* I did not see him." 

" Nor I, and I remained there through the night," 
said Julian. " Now ia»it not a little singular that he 
did not return. Miss Linden ?" 

" Good heavens ! what do you mean ?" cried Villeta, 
with a start. 

" Why, to tell you the truth, I do not think Warren 
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was his name ; and if it be as I suspect, there were 
present those who might have recognised him, which 
I think he discovered in time to avoid an unpleasant 
exposure.*' 

" Indeed, Mr. St. Cloud, you amaze me ! If you 
think Warren an assumed name, what is his right 
one?" 

"Before I tell you what I suspect, will you be kind 
enough to describe this Mr. Warren's personal appear- 
ance?" 

Villeta did so. 

"Your description of Mr. Warren, Miss Linden/' 
rejoined Julian, " does ample justice to the personal 
appearance of Leon Dupree;J' 

"Leon Dupree !" exclaimed Villeta, all amazement: 
" do you mean the son of Basil Dupree ?" 
" Such, I am told, is his father's name." 
" And do you think this Henry Warren and Leon 
.Dupree are one and the same person ?" 
*.* I am greatly inclined to think so." 
" Indeed !" said Villeta, with a start, as at the in- 
stant she recalled the interview in which she bad 
hinted to her guest her suspicions of Basil Dupree, 
and remembered how suddenly he had discovered an 
engagement which had compelled him to leave at once : 
"Can it be possible! Oh! Mr. St. Cloud, why do 
you think this Warren and Dupree one and the same V" 
" I have reasons for thinking so, Miss Linden, and 
I would I were at liberty to sp^k freely ; but a prom- 
ise, made to a certain party at a certain time, restrains 
me in part — though I trust I shall be able to make 
you understand all I wish to convey without^ breaking 
my plighted word. I never made a promise with tho 
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intention of shielding villainy, and therefore I feel 
justified in what I am about to say. In the first place, 
I will state that, to my certain knowledge, the painting 
presented to you by Mr. Warren " 

" You mistake, Mr. St. Cloud," interrupted Villeta ; 
" the picture in question was never presented to me, 
but merely left in my possession till the owner should 
see proper to call for it." 

" Very well, let the picture be owned by whom it 
may," pursued Julian, "I wish to state, positively, 
that it was never painted by this Mr. Warren, and in 
setting up his claim to be the artist he told a deliberate 
falsehood. Secondly, that picture, not a month since, 
was owned by, and was in possession of, Leon Du- 
pree. Thirdly, your description of the personal ap- 
pearance of Henry Warren is a correct description of 
Leon Dupree. Fourthly, if Henry Warren and Leon 
Dupree be one and the same person, it is perfectly 
natural he should not have returned to your dwelling 
while it was occupied by persons with whom he is ac- 
quainted. Put all these facts together, Miss Linden, 
and what do you make of them ?" 

" Oh, you startle me, Mr. St. Cloud !" said Villeta, 
with an anxious, troubled look. ^' But be this person 
Warren or Dupree, what motive could he have in de- 
ceiving me ?" 

" Can you think of no motive ?" returned Julian. 

Instantly the pale features of the lovely mourner 
took a crimson hue, and she became greatly agitated, 
and her eyes sought the ground — for she remembered 
what had passed between herself and the person she 
had known as Warren. Perceiving the embarrassment 
and confusion which his question bad occasioned, Ju« 
lian hastened to relieve her, by adding : 
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'' It is not always an easy matter to divine the mo« 
tiyes of any one who practices deception ; but in a con- 
versation with Mr. Raymond, I learned that the 
mother of Leon Dupree was own cousin to your fath- 
er, and " 



" Indeed !" interrupted Villeta — " own cousin to my 
father, did you say ?" 

" So he told me." 

" I am astonished-— I never knew this. And then 
Leon Dupree is second cousin to myself ?" 

" Yes ! and if his mother were removed, would be 
joint heir with you in the Ackland estate. Now it 
is possible he knew this, and his motive might have 
been to unite his fortune with yours." 

" But no," answered Villeta, thoughtfully, " after 
all, Warren and Dupree cannot be one — for Mrs. Les- 
lie would not deceive me, and she not only knows him 
as Warren, but is also related to him. Ha ! good hea- 
vens !" she exclaimed, the next moment, as she called 
to mind Mrs. Leslie's confusion when she had first 
spoken to her of the relationship, and remembered 
that even after her written confession she had declared 
she had kept something back which she was afraid to 
reveal ; " I may have been deceived by all parties." 

♦'If you think Mrs. Leslie has plotted against you 
and deceived you, Miss Linden, for the love of Hea- 
ven, stay not another hour beneath her roof!" said 
Julian, earnestly. 

" Oh ! she is my friend, whatever she may have 
done," returned Villeta, warmly. ** If she has deceived 
me in this matter, she has had a good motive for her 
conduct, I am certain ; but I shall ask her for an ^j^« 
planation." 



FRBSH SUSPICIONS. 801 

" Pray do so now, Miss Linden— for I feel most 
deeply interested in this mystery, and would like to 
see it cleared up." 

** I think I had better speak to her when no one else 
is present," replied Villeta ; " for she is very sensitive, 
and anything said before a third party might give her 
pain, and we should never wound the feelings of our 
friends." 

At this moment a splendid private carriage, with 
driver and footman in livery, stopped before the door ; 
and scarcely had the wheels ceased rolling, when 
Grace De Yere, without waiting for the assistance of 
her attendant, sprung lightly to the ground, and came 
bounding into the house* 



CHAPTER XXV. 

FRBSH SU SPICIONS. 

" Oho !" she said, with her usual gayety, stopping 
short at the threshold of the parlor — " I am de trap 
— one too many here, or my mathematical calculations 
are sadly at fault. Ah !'' she cried, in the very next 
breath, as she darted forward, threw her arms around 
Villeta, and kissed her fondly — " I have brought the 
rose to your cheek, sweet sister, and it becomes you 
more than the pale lily ; and if I can only live to 
see your crushed heart revive and bloom anew, I shall 
be very happy. Mr. St. Cloud, (turning to Julian, and 
offering her hand,) I am delighted to meet you here — 
I am^ upon my soul ! not because I think you the beit 



302 THE artist's bride. 

man in the world, but because I think Yilleta thinks 
so, which on her account is better still/* 

" Oh, Grace !** exclaimed Villeta, overwhelmed with 
confusion* 

"There! look at her dear, sweet face now, Mr. St. 
Cloud, and say I am not an artist if you dare ! Can 
you, with all your practice and knowledge, put on a 
more natural color than that? or a more beautiful ?" 

^^ There is no artist like nature," smiled Julian, his 
own features deeply flushed. 

" There, come, sweet sister," pursued Grace, wind- 
ing her arm around the slender waist of Villeta, and 
again kissing her fondly, ^' do not think me rude or 
devoid of feeling ! I only want to tease you out of 
some of your sad thoughts, by telling you that Julian 
St. Cloud loves you dearly, as well as myself." 

" Dear sister, do not talk so !" pleaded Villeta, still 
confused and embarrassed. 

" Well, I will not — though you must not mind my 
nonsense, which is equivalent to telling you not to mind 
anything I say^-for dear Papa Vincent (bless his honest 
heart ! though he is a lawyer) thinks I talk nothing 
else. And speaking of him, I saw him this morning ; 
and though he has heard nothing new, he is sanguine of 
finding somebody who can prove the marriage of your 
parents, which he says is all that is necessary to place 
you in possession of a fortune. He has advertised in 
all the papers in this city. New York, and Boston ; 
and, depend upon it, somebody will be found who 
knows something of the matter, or I shall be tempted to 
paint wrinkles in my face, put on clerical robes, and 
see if I cannot personate the good parson myself." 

" I scarcely giye the matter a thought, Grace," re^ 
plied Villeta. 
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" Well, you will, when you grow less sorrowful — if 
not for yourself, at least for your friends. Only think, 
if you were rich, how many people you could make 
happy !" 

'' Ah ! pardon me, dear Grace ! I have heen selfish 
not^to think of others. I will try and be more like 
you, who seem to think more of others than of your- 
self." 

" Heaven help you, if you take on my nature !" 
laughed Grace. " I do believe this sober old town 
would not suffer two such mad-caps as myself to infest 
it at once. Heigh-ho ! I think I liad better don the 
bridal veil and go into serious seclusion. Shall I 
marry an artist, a lawyer, or a gentleman, Mr. St. 

Cloud r 

" That depends upon your choice^ for I doubt not 
you would make either happy,** answered Julian, gal- 
lantly. 

" I hold a good artist in high esteem, and adore 
art," laughed Grace. " And, apropoSy I have not made 
you my promised visit yet, my friend ; though I should 
have done so this very day, had I not met you here, 
for I want you and Yilleta both to come to my house 
this evening." 

" You must excuse me," said Villeta ; " I am not 
prepared to go into company so soon after the death 
of my brother." 

" Oh, no, dear sister, I shall not excuse you !" 
returned Grace. " Your remaining here will not bring 
your dear brother back to life, and feeding upon your 
sorrow can do you no good. And, moreover, I am 
only going to have a small company present, mostly 
to please my aunt, and I want a few select friends to 
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please myself. Now you will come^ for mj sake, will 
you not — eh ! dear Villeta ? I will send my carriage 
for you, and, with your permission, keep you all 
night, and restore you safe to-morrow — and, I promise 
you, you shall be just as secluded as you may desire." 

^^Oh, if it will be any gratification to you, dear 
Grace, I will come," answered Villeta. 

*^ It will make me happy, sweet sister," rejoined 
Grace. " By-the-by, Villeta, did you ever see Leon 
Dupree ? He is a sort of cousin of yours, I am told, 
and his mother is one of the heirs of this Ackland 
property — the only one besides yourself in fact" 

"Will he be there?" asked Villeta, quickly, with 
flushed features, exchanging glances with Julian. 

" I expect him, for aunty invited him this morning. 
She thinks him a paragon par excellence." 

" And what is your opinion of him, if I may make 
so bold ?" inquired Julian, with interest. 

"Now that is a ^ery delicate question to ask a 
marriageable young lady," laughed Grace. 

" I crave your pardon !" said Julian, coloring. 

" I will venture to say he quite astonished me this 
morning," pursued Grace; " and I warn you, you have 
a dangerous rival in your profession, and must look 
sharp to your laurels." 

" Is he an artist then?" asked Julian, quietly. 

" I did not know he was, till he astonished me, this 
morning, by showing me my own interesting face upon 
canvas, and assuring me he had painted it from mem- 
ory. You shall see it — it is very beautiful : I mean 
the execution — not the executed." 

" Is it considered a good likeness of the original ?" 
inquired Julian, carelessly. 
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"Very — ^too good to be beautiful," laughed Grace; 
'^ though, for all that, there is great beauty iu the gen- 
eral design — I never saw anything like it." 

" How does the design differ from portraits in gen- 
eral ?" inquired Julian. 

"Why, it is just the head and face," answered 
Grace, "and seems somehow to be surrounded by 
space. I do not know as you can catch the idea I 
wish to convey, because I do not know how to describe 
it ; but come and see it, and tell me what you think 
of it." 

" Thank you !" said Julian ; " I shall be most happy 
to avail myself of your kind invitation to come and 
see it, at all events. It must be something like yours, 
Miss Linden," he added, again exchanging glances 
with Villeta. 

" Why, have you anything done in a similar style ?*' 
inquired Grace. 

" I have a picture in my possession," replied Villeta, 
** which is said to be a very good likeness of myself, 
and which was brought to me by a gentleman who said 
he had painted it from memory." 

"Quite a coincidence!" laughed Grace. " Pray do 
me the favor to let me see it!" 

" With pleasure," answered Villeta ; and she arose 
and left the parlor. 

" Mr. St. Cloud," observed Grace, " I pray you not 
to think me devoid of the common feelings of human- 
ity, because I do not come here looking as if I had 
lost all my friends, and talking as if there were noth- 
ing but death, and grief, and tribulation in the world ! 
Heaven knows we poor mortals have sorrows enough, 

and think of them often enough, without being kept 
20 
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continually in a lachrymose state, by the lugubriooa 
looks, and weeping eyes, and doleful groans of every 
being on the face of the earth who makes any preten- 
sion to the title of friend ! It is my opinion, that while 
we belong to this world we ought to make the best of 
it; and whatever most promotes cheerfulness, and 
consequently happiness, I believe best carries out the 
design of our Maker, who cannot delight in misery, 
and who, had He wished us never to laugh, would 
have moulded our faces as stolid and immobile as the 
faces of so many waxen dolls — and, for that matter, 
might have used the same materials. Had I lived a 
couple of centuries ago, and been imprisoned among 
the long -faced Puritans who settled New England, I 
believe I should have set my wits to work and 
constructed a machine for tickling myself to death, 
that I might have laughed myself out of the world, 
and thus got out of my misery and showed my con- 
tempt of the dolefulites at one and the same time." 

Thus Grace rattled on, in a lively strain, till Yilleta 
returned. 

" The very fac-simile of my own,** said Grace, as 
she took the painting from the hand of Yilleta; 
" with the exception of the face, which is far more 
beautiful than I ever hope to be. Who painted this, 
Villeta r 

"The gentleman who brought it to me, and who 
claimed to be the artist, gave his name as Warren.*' 

" Warren ! Oh, yes — the person who was with your 
brother when he was attacked V* 

"The same.'* 

" Where is he located? I must call upon him." 

<' I do not think he is a professional artist — he claimed 
to be an amateur." 
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"Well," said Grace, examining tbe picture closely, 
" it is my opinion that both were designed and painted 
by one and the same artist — or else one is, with the 
exception of the likeness, a copy of the other. Did 
you ever hear Mr. Warren speak of Mr. Dupree ?'* 

" I think, from a remark I once heard him make, 
that he knew something of the family," answered Vil- 
leta, again exchanging glances with Julian. 

"I wonder," said Grace, "if Leon Dupree got Mr. 
Warren to paint the likeness he this morning presented 
to me as his own work ? There is something about all 
this which strikes me as rather curious, and I am going 
to discover the truth if possible- When did you see 
Mr. Warren, Villeta ?" 

"Not since the death of my brother." 

"Why, that is strange, is it not ?" 

" He called to see me the same evening — but Mrs. 
Leslie would not permit any one to see me then, and 
he went away ofifended." 

" Apropos — I saw Mrs. Leslie, on my way here, 
and told her she must come to-night with you," pur- 
sued Grace ; " but she begged to be excused, saying 
she was not in good health. She looked quite pale 
and sad, as if she were in trouble. Villeta, if you 
know anything I can do for her, as your friend, com- 
mand me." 

"You are very kind, dear sister," answered Villeta, 
with feeling. 

" So is a tiger to whatever it loves," laughed Grace. 
" Serving you, dear Villeta, is pleasing myself — so do 
not give me more credit than I deserve. By-the-by, 
Mr. St. Cloud, do you not know something of this 
brother artist of yours— Mr. Warren ?" 



I 
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'^ I am inclined to think no such person exists," re* 
plied Julian. 

** How so ? what do you mean ?*' inquired Grace. 

^^ I think from what you say, and for some other 
reasons which I do not care to mention, that the same 
artist painted the two pictures." 

^' Ha !'' exclaimed Grace, with a sudden flash of 
her countenance, as if illumined with a new idea — 
" and Julian St. Cloud is the artist ! eh ?" 

Yilleta started, and looked at Julian for confir- 
mation — for the suggestion struck her with the force 
of truth. 

"Me?" replied Julian, coloring: "I am neither 
Mr. Warren, nor Dupree, though T think the twain 



one. 



" Ha ! I catch your meaning !" cried Grace : " you 
think this Warren was Dupree himself? Both pic- 
tures alike ! both painted from memory ! Yes, yes — 
I see it!" and she glanced meaningly at Yilleta. 
" He changed his name for no good purpose, if indeed 
it was Dupree who came to you as Warren, dear 
sister." 

" There was something about Mr. Warren I did not 
altogether fancy," replied Villeta ; " but I know not 
that your suspicions are correct, dear Grace; he 
always treated me in a gentlemanly manner. I should 
like much to know if indeed he is Dupree." 

^' Gome to-night and see Dupree, and then you will 
know for a certainty. By-the-by, why not come with 
me now ?" 

"No, I will wait till Mrs. Leslie returns." 

" Well, I will send the carriage for you about dark," 
said Grace. " And, with your permission, I will take 
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this painting along with me. I will pnt the two to* 
gether, and we will have the pleasure of showing them 
both to Dupree at the same time. It may help to 
solve the mystery, even should we be mistaken in our 
conjectures." 

After some further conversation^ Grace took leave 
of yilleta and Julian ; and, soon after, Julian also 
took leave of Yilleta. It was arranged that all 
should meet again in the evening at the Do Yere Man- 
sion. But did they all meet there ? There was one 
guest wanting, Yilleta Linden had suddenly and 
mysteriously disappeared. 



CHAPTER "kXYI. 

A MYSTERIOUS LETTER. 

It was quite dark when Mrs. Leslie returned to her 
dwelling. She had gone out for the purpose of select- 
ing another residence, in a quiet and genteel part of 
the city, and, having rambled much further than she 
intended, did not get back as early by a couple of 
hours as she expected to have done on leaving home. 

" Where is Miss Linden, Suza ?" she asked of the 
colored domestic, as she entered the parlor. 

" She say she was gwine out to visit Miss De Yere, 
who am gwine to gib a party dis night. She say you 
know somet*ing about it. D^ carriage it come and 
took her. And, oh yes. Missus, she lef you dis note 
— de Lor' bress her !" 

As Suza spoke, she took a three-cornered billet 
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from the mantle-piece and handed it to Mrs. Leslie, 
who opened it and read : 

" My Dear Friend: — Do not think unkindly of me for 
going out before your return. Sister Grace was here, 
and would have ma come to spend the night with her ; 
she would take no denial ; and now she has sent her 
carnage for me even earlier than I expected. She 
said she had seen and invited you, but you wished to 
be excused, otherwise I would have waited for you. 
Till to-morrow, my dear friend, adieu ! 

"ViLLBTA." 

" Ah ! God bless the dear, sweet girl !" murmured 
Mrs. Leslie, pressing the note to her lips. " How I 
love her ! how I love her ! the angel ! I believe, un- 
der God, she will be my salvation ; for in her innocent 
presence I feel my degradation, and sincerely repent 
me of my sins, and resolve to sin no more. When I 
first heard her name, I determined to save her from 
the snares of a villain ; and this, thank God ! was the 
turning point in my downward career ; for in saving 
her, I save one on the -verge of the abyss, who in re- 
turn can extend the helping hand to me, who am far 
down in the darkness, and need the aid of one above 
to draw me to the light." 

While Mrs. Leslie stood musing, a carriage stopped 
before the door ; and, going to the window, she was 
addressed by a footman in livery, who, removing his J 

Iiat, and making a low^ respectful bow, said, with a 
peculiar English accent : 

" We've called for Miss Linden, madam." 

*^Miss Linden!" echoed Mrs. Leslie, in surprise. 
"Is not this Miss De Vere's carriage ?" 
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" It is, madam/' 

" Why, you have already taken her away once — or 
somebody has. She has been gone — ^howlong, Suza?" 

" Mos' a hour, I*s guess," answered Suza : " it wa'n't 
quite dark when she lef ." 

" Did she go away in a carriage, Suza V* 

" Oh, yes, mjssus — in a bery nice one too." 

'* This is strange !" said Mrs. Leslie, uneasily : 
" there is some mystery here. Are you sure she is 
not at the De Yere Mansion ?" she inquired of the 
footman. « 

" I*m not sure, madam, for we left there nearly an 
hour ago, having to go to another place before comifig 
here." 

" Well, I think you will find her there on your re- 
turn," said Mrs. Leslie ; "she certainly left here to 
go there ; probably some friend of Miss De Vere 
called for her ; but if you do not find her when you 
get back, send me word immediately." 

" We will, madam," replied the footman. And he 
added : " It wouldn't be anything strange to find Miss 
Grace had called for Miss Lin4en, and taken her away 
herself, just for a joke." 

He bowed respectfully, put on his hat, and mounted 
to his place behind the carriage, which was immedi- 
ately driven away. Mrs. Leslie stood a short time at 
the window, and mused, while a shade of uneasiness 
settled upon her now pale features. 

" It is strange," she thought ; " and I fear it is not 
all right. Can it be that Leon Dupree has had a hand 
in this ? But no — even though not morally too good 
for any evil work, he certainly would not dare to com- 
mit the high-banded outrage of kidnapping one whose 
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disappearance would create a fearful excitement in the 
community. When Villeta was friendless and un- 
known, poor girl ! this might have been done with a 
chance of impunity ; but not now, thank God ! not 
now — and this Leon Dupree knows as well as I. No, 
as the servant suggested, Grace has probably called 
and taken her away, or sent some one else for her, 
though I shall not feel altogether at ease till I hear. 
God shield the sweet angel from harm !'* 

While these thoughts were passing through the mind 
of Mrs. Leslie, she «tood looking out of the window ; 
and just as she was on the point of turning away, her 
eye fell upon a ragged little girl, who seemed to be 
shrinking from observation, and at the same time ex- 
amining the different houses, as if to decide at which 
to make a call. By the light of a neighboring street 
lamp, Mrs. Leslie could see her quite distinctly ; and 
her thin, haggard face, and tattered garments, led her 
to the natural conclusion that the poor girl had ven- 
tured forth from some miserable den to beg for food, 
and was really an object for commiseration. What- 
ever might have been the past sins and errors of Mrs. 
Leslie, she ever had, and still retained, a heart to sym- 
pathize with the woes and misfortunes of her fellow 
beings ; and taking a silver coin from her pocket, she 
called the poor child to her. 

" Here is a trifle for you, little girl," she said, as 
she handed her the coin from the window. 

The poor thing took it, dropped a courtesy, and 
looked up with a kind of hesitating, frightened em- 
barrassment. 

"I was not much speak Engleesh," she said: "I 
was German. I was look to find Miss Villeta Lm- 
den." 
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" Ha! do you know her? what of her?" inquired 
Mrs. Leslie, with interest. 

" I^was not know she," was the answer ; " but I was 
find to gif her this ;" and she held up a letter. 

*'Come in — she lives here," said Mrs. Leslie, hast* 
ening to the door. "Give me the letter !*' 

The girl hesitated, and seemed to shrink back, 
clutching the missive tightly, and putting it behind 
her, as if she feared it might be taken from her. 
Mrs. Leslie's curiosity was much excited, and the girl's 
manner, combined with other circumstances, made her 
suspicious: 

" Give me the letter !" she repeated, eagerly. "Who 
is it from ? what is it about ?*' 

" I was gif it Miss Linden, and it tells she.'' 

" Well, give it to me— you need have no fear — it 
will be in proper hands." 

"You was Miss Linden?" inquired the giri, in a 
hesitating manner. 

The very inquiry proved that the girl did not know 
Villeta, and Mrs. Leslie felt strongly tempted to reply 
in the affirmative, fearing th^ if she answered in the 
negative, and stated the fact.of J^illeta's absence, the 
girl might go away without ^bing her errand; and 
this errand, she thought, might be connected with a 
plot against her peace and happiness. What was she 
to do ? It was not right to tell a falsehood — and yet 
she had many times done worse with a less honest 
motive. She hesitated, pondered, and argued the 
matter with her own conscience. If there were vil- 
lainy afoot, which she strongly suspected, was it not 
hf r duty to try and thwart it by any means in her 
power ? would she not be justified in meeting treachery 
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with deception ? We do not say she was right in j 
conclusion — for we hold to the maxim, that truin 
should be at all times spoken — but we can averf in 
extenuation, that her motive was good, and very few 
would have donetotherwise under the circumstances. 

" Give me the letter," she said — "I am the person 
you seek.*' 

^' I was gif it Miss Linden," hesitated the child ; 
" I was gif it to no one but she." . 

"Well, I tell you I am the person to receive it," 
rejoined Mrs. Leslie. 

She held out her hand, and the girl, with some re- 
luctance, and evidently not altogether satisfied she 
was doing right, put the letter into it. Mrs. Leslie 
hurried to the light, leaving the ragged bearer of the 
missive standing on the steps at the door. The letter 
was superscribed to Yilleta, in a rather good but ner- 
vous hand ; was written on plain, ruled foolscap ; was 
folded rather neatly ; but was somewhat soiled, probably 
by the hands of the bearer ; and was sealed by a single 
wafer, in such a manner that, by holding it open with 
the fingers, a few sentences could be deciphered. Had 
this letter come through the post, or in any manner 
not calculated to excite suspicion, we must do Mrs. 
Leslie the justice to say that she would not have ven- 
tured to look inside of it, even if unsealed ; but now 
she examined it eagerly — twisted it, turned it, and 
held it in all possible positions to the light — and 
having at length made out one or two sentences, and 
parts of sentences, she no longer hesitated abonj^ the 
propriety of the act, but broke it open, witb a kinjvpf 
nervous haste, and read as follows : II 
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" Philadelpuia, June 27th, 1836. 
To MUs VilUta Linden : — Believe, Miss Linden, 
this comes from one who, though a stranger to you 
personally, knew your parents well, ^d was a perso- 
nal friend of both. By an advertisement in the papers, 
I have learned that you are about to come into pos- 
session of a fortune, and Heaven knows it makes me 
glad to think you will once more be placed above the 
temptations of want. Will you permit me to appeal 
to your kind heart for a deed of charity to one who 
was once your father's friend ? I am in a miserable 
quarter of this great city, friendless, sick, and destitute. 
I, who was once rich and prosperous, have been very 
unfortunate, as I will explain to you, if you will do me 
the favor to come back with the bearer of this epistle. 
I saw the funeral train of your brother pass, and learn- 
ing whose it was, I made inquiries about you, and so 
discovered your residence ; and I was intending to call 
on you some night after dark — for I hardly look fit to 
see you by daylight — when I was suddenly taken down 
with a very severe attack of inflammatory rheumatism, 
and now I fear I shall not recover. For the love of 
God, willyou not come and see me, and bring me a 
little money, whatever you can spare ? I have some- 
thing I want to tell you, which much concerns you to 
know. You will probably recognize my name — you 
must have heard your dear father speak of me — for I 
was one of the parties who were present at the wedding 
of your parents, and the only one of three, besides tho 
good minister, who signed the marriage certificate. 
If you have that certificate now in your possession, look 
at it, and you will see my name. And as I am the 
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only one of all that were then present who is still 
living — at least I think so — my evidence may be of 
use to you in this property afifair, in case the original 
certificate is lost. But come to me at once ! Follow 
the bearer, an h^est little German girl, and have no 
fear, even though my residence is in a miserable local- 
ity. And will you be kind enough to come alone? 
I pledge you my sacred honor there is no danger, and 
you cannot but have confidence in jrour father's friend. 
But if you are afraid to venture alone with the poor 
little girl, you can take a companion till you get in sight 
of my abode, but no one must see me but yourself. 
Hoping this appeal of a dying friend will not be made 
in vain, I subscribe myself, 

" Yours in misfortune and sorrow, 

" Henry Zeck." 
« 
Mrs. Leslie read and re-read the letter, and then 
sat down and pondered. Had she done right in open- 
ing it ? She could not think she had done any harm, 
and she felt certain that Villeta would forgive her 
when she should know her motive. But what was to 
be done now ? that was the great question. Was the 
letter true or false ? If true, how important was it 
that the writer should receive attention ! and how im- 
portant that his deposition concerning the marriage 
should be taken ! If false, it was a dark scheme to 
entrap Villeta, and how important that it should be 
thwarted, and the vile authors of it exposed ! Was it 
a scheme of Leon Dupree to get Villeta into his pos- 
session ? It might be — he was capable of such a base 
act, if he could but keep himself behind the curtain. 
But what was Mrs. Leslie to do in the matter ? Should 
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she act for Villeta ? should she follow the girl and as- 
certain the truth ? She felt tempted to do so. She 
called the girl into the parlor, and brought her to the 
light, and looked keenly and searchingly into her thin, 
pale, haggard, unwashed face — lool^ so long, and so 
steadily, that the poor child became frightened, and 
troubled, and anxious to get away. 

"What is your name?'' demanded Mrs. Leslie, 
somewhat sternly. * 

" Catharine," replied the child. 

'• Catharine what ?" 

" Catharine Frankstein." 

"Where do you live?" 

" I was lif Mr. Jacobs," replied the girl. And 
then quickly added, with some confusion : " Now I 
lif Mr. Zeck." 

" Who is Mr. Zeck ?" 

"He was sick man," answered Catharine. 

"Where is he?" 

" You was come, I shows — I was not much speak 
Engleesh." 

" Can you not tell me where he lives?" 

" I was not much speak Engleesh — ^you was come, 
I shows," repeated the girl. 

" Are you hungry ?" 

" Yes, I much hungry." 

" Suza," said Mrs. Leslie, calling the servant, 
" take this child into the kitchen and give her as much 
as she can eat. I will go with you in a few minutes^ 
Catharine.' Go and eat while I get ready." 

And as Suza led off the little girl, Mrs. Leslie 
hastily left the house, and, crossing the street, rung 
the bell of a genteel-looking dwelling. 
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" Is tlie Alderman q.thome?" she inquired of a girl 
who opened the do<>r. 

'' He*8 just eawng his supper, ma'am," was the 

reply. . ^. 

*' Tell him I^ish to see him a few moments, on 

business that will admit of no delay," said Mrs. Les- 
lie, in a quick, excited tone. 

She was conducted into the office of the magistrate, 
which was on the first floor, in the front part of his 
dwelling ; and scarcely was she seated, when the Al- 
derman himself made his appearance. He recognised 
her, bowed, and Mrs. Leslie proceeded, in a flurried 
manner, to state her business. 

"Excuse mo for disturbing you," she said ; "but I 
have come to ask your advice, and get your assistance, 
in a matter that may be of great importance." 

" Proceed," replied the magistrate, blandly ; " any- 
thing I can do for you shall be done with pleasure." 

" Read that," said Mrs. Leslie, handing him the 
letter. And the moment he had finished the epistle, 
she continued : " The young lady to whom that let- 
ter is addressed, at present resides with me, but is now 
away. Suspecting something wrong, I ventured to 
open it ; and since reading it, and questioning the 
bearer, my suspicions of some foul plot against my 
friend are strengthened ; and I wish to personate her, 
and go with the bearer, and ascertain the truth ; but 
I am afraid to go alone, or at least without help at 
hand, in case of necessity. Now cannot you get a 
couple of officers to go with me — or rather follow me, 
at such a distance as not to excite suspicion, so that I 
can have help at hand in case of need ? I will pay 
them and you well for all your trouble, even though I 
may not require any assistance." 
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" Cci'tiiinly," replied the magistrate, " it can b«" 
done aa you wisli ; but they tan also act without you, 
and save you all risk in the matter, by taking this 
girl in charge, and compelling her to lead them to the 
individunl who wrote the letter, wh^ they can arrest 
on suspicion, iT they find his statement incorrect." 

" No," said Mrs. Leslie, " I would prefer to run 
this rieJc — for with tbo ofEcers at band I shall not be 
afraid — and if the letter contains a true statement, I 
would much rather the party who wrote it should not 
know be has been suspected. Can you get the officers 
here immediately, that I may speak with them and 
have a mutual understanding ?" 

" I wilt have them here in five minutes," said the 
Alderman, stepping out of his office. 

lie was even better than his word ; for in less than 
the time named, be returned, with two strong, stalwart 
men, to whom Mrs. Leslie hurriedly explained what 
she wanted ; and having arranged with them a plan 
of action, with proper signals for communication, she 
hastened bock to her dwelling. 

The little girl was still eating voraciously, as if she 
had not tasted food before for a long season ; and af- 
ter waiting a reasonable time for her to finish, during 
which she ate some herself, Mrs. Leslie told her to 
take the remainder of her supper in her hand, as she 
was anxious to set out to visit the sick man, who, judg- 
ing from the starved condition of his nurse, must be 
sulfering indeed. Merely telling the servant that she 
was going out to visit a sick friend, and expected to 
be hack in a couple of hours at the farthest, Mrs. Les- 
lie set ofi* with her strange guide, who, with her hands 
full of bread and meat, still continued her endeavors 
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to appease the cravings of a hunger bordering on star- 
vation. 

The parties hurried up to Fifth street, which they 
had scarcely reached when the carriage of Grace De 
Vere stopped at flie door of Mrs. Leslie's dwelling, to 
announce the fact that Villeta Linden had not yet 
made her appearance at the De Vere Mansion ; but 
learning from the servant that Mrs. Leslie had gone 
out, she knew not where, and that Villeta had not re- 
turned, the carriage was again driven rapidly away, 
to communicate the startling intelligence to the anx- 
ious friends of the lovely orphan. 

Meantime Mrs. Leslie, guided by Catharine, has- 
tened down Fifth, till she came to a dark, narrow, fil- 
thy street, which led up into the vilest and most mis- 
erable locality of the great city ; and turning up this, 
she and her guide continued to press forward, through 
dark lanes and alleys, till at last they stopped before 
a low, dilapidated, wooden structure, which Catharine, 
in her broken English, announced as the place of her 
destination. At first Mrs. Leslie shrunk back at the 
thought of entering such a murderous-looking build- 
ing ; but glancing timidly around, and perceiving at 
no great distance two dim figures, which she supposed 
to be the officers who had followed her, she summoned 
up courage, and said boldly to Catharine, so that she 
might be heard by them : 

" This is the place, eh ? Well, lead the way I" 

Catharine quietly pushed back the old door, and 
entered a dimly-lighted apartment; and the next mo- 
ment, with another timid glance around her, Mrs. 
Leslie crossed the threshold, and the door closed bo- 
hind her. 
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A MURDERER FOILED. 



The room in which Mrs. Leslie found herself^ was 
small and unfurnished, and was lighted only by the fee- 
ble rays of a lamp which stood in an adjoining apart* 
ment, the door of which was open. Having closed the 
outer door behind her, Catharine led the way into the 
lighted apartment ; and here Mrs. Leslie beheld, upon a 
bed of straw in one corner, a short, stout-looking man, 
some forty-five years of age, with black hair, bushy 
whiskers, and a coarse, villainous-looking face, which at 
the first glance impressed her very unfavorably. Was 
this man intellectual ? had he ever known refinement ? 
was he the author of the letter to Villeta ? were ques- 
tions which passed through the mind of Mrs. Leslie, 
and were instantly answered by herself in the negative. 

On the approach of Mrs. Leslie, the man raised 
himself upon his elbow, apparently without efibrt or 
pain — which she thought rather surprising for one dy- 
ing with inflammatory rheumatism — and fixed his 
black, snaky eyes almost fiercely upon her, surveying 
her deliberately from head to foot, and foot to head. 
She was alarmed — for she felt assured, from all ^he 
saw, that there was a dark scheme afoot — ^but she con- 
trolled her feelings so far as to appear externally calm, 
composed and indifferent. 

*^ So," said the man, with a savage growl, " you're 
Miss Linden, are ye ?" 21 
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" And you are V* 
" Jack Guthrie, by 



i»» 



'' Indeed !" said Mrs. Leslie, taking a step or two 
backward — " I have no business with any gentleman 
of that name. Catharine," she called to the girl, 
speaking very sternly and very positively, " I will re- 
tire — you have made a mistake." 

" Belay there !" rejoined Jack : " why, shiver my 

timbers, if I don't think in this fog I've mistook 

the figure-head for the starn, and got the wrong name. 

Yes, by ! You see, miss, we old sailors is apt 

to get foul whensomever we tries to make a clean run 
on land — an^ — and — Yes, you see, Jack Guthrie's the 
name I ships under, and when you hailed, in course, 
old sailor-like, I answered according to the papers. 
But Jack Guthrie's not my name — no, shiver my tim- 
bers if it is, miss — my name's Zeck, miss — Henry 
Zeck — that is, I mean, that's the name what I took 
from my mother." 

" You are a very different person than I expected 
to find in Henry Zeck, the companion and bosom 
friend of my father," returned Mrs. Leslie, coldly. 

" Why, yes, miss," replied Jack, sitting up on his 
straw, entirely forgetful of his painful disease, and 
twisting off a large cud of tobacco from a plug in his 
hand, and crowding it into his large, sensual mouth — 
" Why, yes, miss, that's true both ways, no doubt. 

You expected to see a silky, soft-haired puppy 

of a feller, and me a blooming maid of twenty, and 
we're both disapp'inted. I'm an old salt, and you're 
old enough not to be fetched to by false signals." 

" I am certainly old enough to see through a scheme 
as shallow as yours," said Mrs. Leslie, indignantly ; 
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" and I warn you to keep your distance and a civil 
tongue, while I ask, and you answer, a few civil ques- 
tions." 

" Well, come in, miss, and cast anchor on that stool 
— it ain't the best seat in the world, but it's the best 
aboard this craft." 

" No," returned Mrs. Leslie, taking her position in 
the door between the two rooms, " I will remain hero 
till I have asked my questions, and got your answers, 
and then, with your kind permission, I will retire. 
Catharine," she said to the girl, who had thrown her- 
self down on the floor, indiflferent to everything going 
on, and was already half asleep — " Catharine, I say, 
come here i" And as the girl roused herself up and 
obeyed, she added : " Go into the front room and open 
the outside door." 

" What's that for ?" growled Jack, with a savage 
scowl. 

^' So that I can retreat in safety, in case you make 
any attempt to injure me." 

" Why, miss, you mistake me — I don't mean you no 
harm." 

^^ So much the better — then I shall have no occasiofi 
to fly from you." 

"But I don't want every land-lubber about, to 

be peeping into my quarters," growled Jack. 

" Close the door then, Catharine, but do not fasten 
it," said Mrs. Leslie to the girl, who in every respect 
silently obeyed her instructions, moving about as one 
who had no will or mind of her own. " Now then, 
sir," pursued Mrs. Leslie, fixing her eye upon Jack,* 
who still kept his position in the straw, " pray tell me 
ifhy you sent for Miss Linden to meet you here, in 
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this miserable quarter of the city, at this unseasonable 
hour?" 

" Didn't the letter say ?*' 

"That letter was simply a decoy, and was never 
written by you," rejoined Mrs. Leslie, sternly. 

" How do you know it wasn't?" inquired Jack, sul- 
lenly. 

*' Because your language proclaims you a low, igno- 
rant sailor, and one utterly incapable of putting to- 
gether the sentences there written, even allowing that 
you can write at all, which I very much question. 
Now I wish to know the author of that letter, and for 
what base purpose it was written?" 

" Why," said Jack, looking not a little perplexed, 
*' the fact is, you see, I've shipped a sea, which has 
fetched me on to my beam ends, and so I got a feller 
shipmate to hoist a signal of distress, hoping for some 
sich craft as you to run along side and lend a hand." 

" You are telling a deliberate falsehood, sir," said 
Mrs. Leslie, quietly. 

" Well, my eyes, if you've got any manners," 

growled Jack. 

• " Now mark me !" she pursued, in a tone of easy, 
bold assurance — " I know there is some villainous 
scheme at work, and I am determined to find out what 
it is. I suspected it before I came, and therefore 
came prepared for it. So far from entrapping me, or 
Miss Linden, as you intended, you are yourself en- 
trapped, and -are at my mercy. You look surprised, 
and also somewhat incredulous. But mark me ! and I 
tell you this for your benefit : More than one police- 
man has followed me hither, and is now waiting just 
putside for my signal to rush in and arrest you." 
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" The d ^1 !" exclaimed Jack, turning pale. 

" What I tell you Is true," continued Mrs. Leslie ; 
" and now, if you want to escape, your only chant;e is 
to make a full confession, and give up the author of 
this infamous plan — for it requires no adept to dis- 
cover that you are only a miserable tool in the hands 
of another." 

Jack looked steadily at the speaker for a few mo- 
ments, and then his sharp, black eyes slowly wandered 
around the almost empty apartment. The lamp was 
standing on an old, diisty, worm-eaten mantle, and on 
this the eyes of Jack finally settled, and he looked 
steadily at it for perhaps a minute, during which 
time Mrs. Leslie watched him closely, waiting for his 
reply. 

"What do you want?" he asked at length, at the 
same time rising slowly to his feet, and shaking off the 
straw as a spaniel does water. 

" I want you to make a clean breast of this mat- 
ter, and tell me the name of the villain who set you to 
work!" 

" And if I don't ?" said Jack, turning his back to 
Mrs. Leslie and affecting to yawn. 

" Then I shall give you into the hands of the po- 
Uce." 

" And if I do ?" 

" Then you shall escape." 

Jack walked to the light, took it up, and then, 
facing round, advanced a step toward Mrs. Leslie. 

"Stop!" she exclaimed; "you must not approach 
me, or I shall retire and give the alarm." 

" See here," he rejoined, holding the light in front 
with one huid and the other behind him, " yon think 
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you've got me foul — but it ain't so. If I wanted to 
harm you, I could put a ball through ye in a second ; 
and then, by dashing out this light, I could, in the 
turn of a hand-spike, put myself where all h — 1 couldn't 
find me. So we're even — and now let's parley. You 
say you've got the police outside — I take your word 
for that; I've got a pistol in my hand, loaded and 

cocked, and I'm a good shot — you can take my 

word for this ; and so now s'pose we settle on sich 
articles as will suit us both. You're a bra^e old gal, 
and a cunning one — so I don't so much mind being 
catched afoul, if I can only carry out my plan, w^hich, 
if you've a mind to lend a hand, I can, and have clear 
Bailing." 

"What is your plan?" inquired Mrs. Leslie, with 
secret uneasiness. 

"Why, I want you to go and leave me, and take 

that little gal and them land-sharks away with 

you." 

" And in return will you tell me why I have been 
brought hither?" 

" You was never wanted here," replied Jack, some- 
what savagely ; " for I've been overhauling my 
reckoning, and if you're Miss Linden, then, blast my 
eyes, if I know a Chinese junk from a Baltimore 
clipper." 

" Well, no," said Mrs. Leslie, " I am not Miss Lin- 
den — but I am her friend, and stand between her and 
harm." 

"Well, if you'll agree to set sail and take all your 

crew with ye, and not trouble me no more, I'll 

tell you what I did expect to do." 

" I will — I give you my solemn promise." 
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"Well, if you d been the gal I wanted, and you'd 
come just as innocent as I wanted, without no suspi- 
cion, I should have cut your throat, and chucked you 
down a hole which I dug on purpose.*' 

" Merciful God !" exclaimed Mrs. Leslie — " and why 
would you have done this V* 

" For pay, in course." 

"And who would have paid you?" 

"Belay there !" said Jack — " I'm not going to tell 
you everything." 

" Ha !" exclaimed Mrs. Leslie, as she recalled the 
contents of the letter, (which showed familiarity on 
the part of the writer with the history of Villeta,) and 
remembered who would be benefitted by the death of 
the lovely orphan — " it needs no great penetration to 
discover that the author of this murderous scheme is a 
Dupree — father, or son, or both — am I right?" 

"Guessing with you is a science," grinned* Jack, 
" but it'll never do for a salt to blow his gaff afore he 
gets his pay." 

" Well, what shall I pay you to tell me ?" 

"1 didn't mean that," angered Jack, "for I'm 
going to get my pay from the skipper, just as if I'd 

finished the whole^ cruise. A good round lie and 

some cat's blood '11 do the business, and that's bettcr'n 
murder anyhow — aint it?" 

"I do not understand you," replied Mrs. Leslie, 
fairly shuddering at the cold-blooded manner in which 
the ruffian talked of murder. 

" Why, ye see, old gal, not knowing if I'd fetch to 
the trim little craft by my signals, and not liking to 
be cheated out of my honest due, I killed a cat, and 
have got her here ; and I can stain myself with h^r 
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blood, you see, and go and report that I did the job 
beautiful, and so get my pay. All I want is, that 
you'll let me have plenty of sea-room till I get aboard 
my freight, and then if I can get hull down to your 

land-sharks arter that, it's all I ax. Come, will 

you do it? Yes or no?" 

" If you will tell me the name of the person employ- 
ing you, I will." 

"No, blast my eyes— can't do that." 

"And this girl," said Mrs. Leslie, looking around — 
" do you wish me to take her with me ?" 

" Yes, and keep her close." 

" Is it possible that one so young can be sufficiently 
hardened to assist you in murdering an innocent be- 
ing ?" inquired Mrs. Leslie. 

" Ob, she's a little half-starved fool !" returned 
Jack, contemptuously ; " and whatsomever the old Jew 
says, she has to do. As to helping me, she did her 
part in taking the letter and fetching some one back 
with her; and if you'd been Miss Linden, and I'd 
killed you, I'd have chucked her down the same hole 
for company." • 

" And so the old Jew gave her her instructions ?" 
said Mrs. Leslie, carelessly, hoping thus to draw Jack 
on to speak more definitely of the author or authors 
of a scheme of which he was but a vile tool. 

" Avast there," returned Jack, " whilst I clap a 

stopper on this tongue of mine ! Now, see here 

— be you going to give me a wide berth or not ? If 
so, take yourself oflF at once — for if you stay here an- 
other minute, my old timbers, if I don't make 

another skylight in your foretop." 

As he spoke, he brought his pistol round in front 
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of him, and leveled it at the head of Mrs. Leslie, who, 
exclaiming, "For God's sake, do not kill me!" hurried 
out of the house, followed by Catharine. 

As the two turned down the dark, narrow street, in 
haste and alarm, they were accosted by the oncers 
who had been onthe watch, and Mrs. Leslie communi- 
cated to them all that had taken place in the tempo- 
rary habitation of Jack Guthrie. The girl was next 
questioned closely, and was made to tell all she knew 
of the dark, mysterious affair, her remarks tending to 
criminate the old Jew, who had forced her by murder- 
ous threats to act the part she had carried through. 
A consultation resulted in the decision that Mrs. Les- 
lie should return home and take the girl with her, and 
keep a strict watch upon her, Vhile the officers should 
repair to old Jacobs* establishment, and there lie in 
wait for Jack Guthrie, who, it was thought, would be 
likely to visit there to get his pay, and whom, if they 
found, they were resolved to take into custody on sus- 
picion. 

Meantime, let us return to the hardened ruffian, and 
see what became of him. 
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MURDER. 



No sooner had Mrs. Leslie and the girl left the 
house, than the old sailor hastened to bolt the front 
door, preparatory to carying out a by-scheme of his 
own. 
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The truth was, Jack had never had any particular 
desire to murder Yilleta ; and, so he could gain bis 
own ends in any other way, he felt no disposition to 
commit a crime that would perhaps be found out 
sooner or later, and thus increase his chances of 
ending his life on the gallows. He had been set to the 
bloody undertaking by Dupree and the Jew, and had 
been promised the sum of ten thousand dollars as soon 
as the job should be done, and with this money he had 
resolved to leave the country, never to return. 

Dupree in fact had planned the whole matter, and 
had even written the letter to Yilleta in a disguised 
hand, taking his cue from one of the names subscribed 
to the marriage certificate ; and the Jew, by terrible 
threats, had compellecf the girl Catharine to be the 
pretended nurse and messenger, instructing her well 
in everything she was to say and do, but concealing 
from her the guilty purpose. The whole plan was 
neither more nor less than to get Villeta to return 
with her to the pretended abode of her father's friend, 
(and had she received the letter, instead of Mrs. Les- 
lie, it is more than likely she would have followed the 
bearer without question, being too pure and innocent 
herself to suspect others,) and then Jack was to watch 
his opportunity in that lonely house, kill both Villeta 
and Catharine, and bury them in a hole under the 
hearthstone, which he had even dug for the purpose ; 
and this done, who would know aught of the transac- 
tion but the guilty parties ? More difficult plots than 
this, and plots equally murderous, had been success- 
fully carried out by the guilty authors, and therefore 
all felt sanguine of success. 

But to be prepared against a failure that might 
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give his employers sufficient reason for refusing to pay 
kirn the stipulated sum, Jack had also planned^ in case 
Villeta did not return with Catharine, to murder the 
poor girl, stain himself with her blood, and swear ho 
had killed them both — or, failing even of this, to 
stain himself with the blood of a cat, which he had 
during the day decoyed into his den and killed for 
the purpose. His interview with Mrs. Leslie, and the 
discovery that she was not the person wanted, com- 
bined with the fact of her suspicion, and the announce- 
ment that she had brought' with her the officers of po- 
lice, readily induced him to fall back upon his dernier 
resort ; and this made him anxious to get rid of her, 
and careless about revealing what he did, well knoA\ing 
she would get no chance of communicating with the 
parties in whom he was most interested ; and should 
her statement be true, and should she even inform the 
police on retiring from the building, he thought he 
could elude them, and fancied, at the worst, he could 
only be arrested on suspicion, and must speedily be 
released, because nothing criminal could be proved 
against him. At all events, under the circumstances, 
he thought this plan the best, and safest, and acted 
accordingly. 

Therefore, as stated, no sooner had Mrs. Leslie and 
the girl left the old building, which had been tempo- 
rarily taken for th» object shown and the rent paid in 
advance, than Jack hastened to bolt and secure the 
door ; and then putting his ear against it, he listened 
for some time for any sound without that might indi- 
cate the approach of any other party to force an en- 
trance. Jack was a brutal, bloody ruffian, but was not 
a deep or cunning villain, else would he never have so 
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boldly avowed his design, and thus given others a cue 
for action in a quarter he did not suspect. He thought 
if there were officers without, and if they should think 
proper to act in the matter at all, they would at once 
attempt to force an entrance and not remain on the 
watch ; and for this he was prepared, believing he 
could escape another way ; and as no one came to the 
dodr, and as Mrs. Leslie had promised to leave him in 
peace, in consideration of his making known his de- 
sign, he very soon came to the conclusion that he was 
safe from scrutiny and molestation, and consequently 
proceeded with his design as coolly and carelessly as 
if nothing had happened to give him uneasiness. 

Going into the other room, he took up the carcass 
of a cat which lay in one corner, cut its throat with a 
knife, and smeared his hands and arms, and sprinkled 
some of the blood upon his face and clothes. This 
done, he looked to his pistols, put them and his knife 
under his waistcoat, blew out his lamp, and sallied out 
of the back door, into a dark, filthy alley, which he 
followed to its termination, and thence made his way 
down to Fifth street, and to the rear door of the pawn- 
broker's establishment. 

Although the hour was yet early, the Jew, for im- 
portant reasons, had closed his store for the night ; but 
he was within, however, and the signal of Jack was 
quickly answered ; and he was conducted, by old Ja- 
cobs, into the same small, miserable apartment where 
we have been on previous occasions ; and where, as 
Jack expected, he found Basil Dupree, who had prom- 
ised to be here, with a large sum of money, to reward 
him for his bloody work. 

" Well," said Jack, « if I haven't done the job as 
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clean as the best butcher in tpwn, I hope my next 
cargo may sink to Davy Jones* Locker." 

" Did the plan succeed? is the girl dead ?" inquired 
Dupree, eagerly, in a guarded whisper. 

"Yes," said Jack, throwing himself upon a Seat, in 
a careless attitude, '^ she's dead. She swallowed the 
bait, and got harpooned, too, by !" 

"Any one can see there has been blood let,", re- 
turned Dupree, with a cold, sardonic smile. " Why, 
Jack, you did not make a clean job of it, as you say 
— ^look at your hands and clothes !" 

*' By -» !*' rejoined Jack, looking down at him- 
self, "I do believe I got spattered ; but, hang me, how 
could I help it? There was two of them, you- know, 
and I had to make quick work on't. Besides, if I 
don't think there was some land-sharks about, I hope 
I may be scuttled." 

" Oh, mine Got ! vash you kills der poor Cherman 
gal, mine Catharine, as vash do all mine vorks?" 
whined the Jew. " Oh ! oh ! Misther Guthrie, you 
vash not kills her ?" 

" In course, you greasy old land-lubber !" replied 
Jack, appearing to get angry ; " wasn't she down in 
the articles ?" 

" Oh, I vash not takes den dousand dollarsh for 
mine Catharine !" rejoined old Jacobs, pretending to 
be greatly troubled. 

"Silence, you old fool!" sneered Dupree; "you 
know our plan was to have her put out of the way at 
the same time." 

" Oh, no ! oh, no ! I vash not dink dat — so helps 
mo !" again whined Isaac. 

" You lie!" said Dupree; " you know you wanted 
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her killed — ^how else could we avoid detection 7 Yoa 
only say this to have some excuse for not paying hon- 
est Jack here your share of the money." 

"By !" rejoined Jack — "you can't sheer off 

that way, old death's head ! for if you don't come 
up to the square^ I'll put a chunk of lead under your 
hatches." 

" You shall have your pay, honest Jack, never fear," 
said Dupree — " for I will myself settle with you, and 
take it out of this old miser afterward." 

" Thank you, Gap. — that's the tune I likes to hear 
my friends pipe — and you know I was promised it to- 
night, just as soon as I'd finished the job." 

" And you shall have it to-night, Jack, for I always 
make it a point to pay promptly the man who serves 
me well. But tell me — ^how did you manage it ? did 
you allow the girl to suspect, and get alarmed, and call 
for help ?" 

" Not a bit of it," replied the ruflSan. " You 

sec, I had my berth in the straw, according to orders, 
arid was dreadful low when she came ; and arter beg- 
ging for a \ittle money, which she gin at once, I sent 
tlic little gal to buy me something to eat; and while 
slie was gone, I got t'other one to feel my pulse ; and 
\^bile she was feeling, I ran my knife right into her 
heart, afore she knowed it, and chucked her right down 
the hole ; and when the little one came back, I sarved 
her the same way." 

" You are sure both are dead ?" said Dupree. 

"I hope I may never take another cruise if they ain't, 
and be to 'em !" answered Jack. 

" Oh, mine Got !" exclaimed the Jew, in pretended 
horror — " vat a queer vorlds ! Nopody vash knows ven 
anypody ish safes — so helps me !'' 
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"Well, Jack," said Dupree, "you have done it 
bravely, and shall have your pay ; and it is my advice 
that you leave this city at once, and the country as 
soon as possible." 

" I'll up anchor and set sail this very night,'' said 
Jack, secretly exulting at the success of his stratagem. 
** Heave ahead, Cap., so's I can be ready to catch 
the first breeze." 

" We must take a parting drink first, Jack, and at 
old Jacobs' expense." 

" Oh, I vash haf noting more strong ash vater all 
mine lifes," put in the Jew, who was playing a part 
and came in at his cue. 

" You lie," returned Dupree, " and you know it ! 
Did you ever see such a stingy old miser, Jack ? 
Why he has, to my certain knowledge, a cask of brandy 
in his cellar, which is at least fifty years old, and yet 
he would rather have his blood drawn than that. 
Come, never mind his grumbling, but let us go down 
and tap it, and drink his health." 

" That's the talk. Cap.," said Jack. 

The pawnbroker, still acting out his part, pretended 
to be much alarmed, and declared there was not a drop 
of liquor in his house, and that the cask in question 
contained only vinegar, and very poor stuflf at that. Du- 
pree only sneered at the Jew ; and procuring a tum- 
bler and gimlet, which he appeared to discover by 
accident, in different parts of tho room, he took up the 
light, and said : 

" Come, Jack, don't let us mind the old fool — I will 
soon prove him a liar, by giving you a taste of the best 
brandy you ever drank in your life." 

" I'm one of them as was al'ays on hand at grog 
time," replied 'Jack. 



886 THE artist's bride. 

Dapree passed into the entry, and tbence down a 
flight of steep, narrow stairs, into a cold, damp, dismal 
cellar, and was followed by the old sailor, the Jew re- 
maining above, grumbling and cursing. From the 
main cellar, a narrow passage led into a vault, some 
five feet by ten ; and in this, half buried under old 
rubbish, was an old, mouldy-looking cask, which Da- 
pree pointed out to Jack, saying : 

^' See how the old fool has covered it up, as if he 
were afraid of it himself. There is brandy. Jack, 
fifty years old — for the old miser told me so one day 
in confidence, little thinking that I was at the same 
moment resolving to drink his health with it. Is there 
a tap to it. Jack ?" 

" No, it's broke oflf," answered Jack, clearing away 
the rubbish, and running his hand over the head. 

** Well, here, you hold the light, and I will soon 
make a hole in it," said Dupree. And then, as if with 
a second thought, he added : '^ Never mind, here is 
the gimlet, I will let you bore it, while I make a plug 
for it', for it is too precious to waste, and the loss of 
it would be the death of Isaac." 

Jack took the gimlet, and stooped down to bore the 
hole ; and placing the light beside him, Dupree stepped 
back a few paces, and pretended to look for a piece 
of soft wood among the rubbish. While doing this, 
he quietly laid his hand upon a heavy iron bar, and, 
watching his opportunity, he raised it suddenly, with 
both hands, and brought it down upon the head of 
Jack with all hia might. It struck with a dull sound, 
crushing in the skull of the old sailor, and forcing out 
blood and brains. No groan, not even a gasp, followed 
the blow ; but there was a slight quiver of some of the 
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muscles, and a spasmodic contraction of others, as the 
unfortunate man fell backward, face upward — dead! 

^' So," muttered Dupree, as he gazed upon his bloody 
work, " that job is done, and well done — no more fear of 
Jack Guthrie. Would that all my enemies lay where 
he does ! Would that old Isaac were sleeping soundly 
his last sleep ! II I dared, I would put him here to- 
night ; but it is necessary he should lire on for the pres- 
ent, for another tenant might discover this body, and a 
faint suspicion has ere now been known to result in 
the detection of the author of a crime. Well, the girl 
is dead, and the property mi^st come to my wife. It 
cannot come too soon, for I am deeply involved, and, 
but for this, must certainly have gone by the board. 
Now then to conceal this deed and go home." 

He stooped down and felt the pulse of his victim ; 
and finding him to be dead, he next rifled his pockets, 
and secured everything of value — getting, among 
other things of little account, quite a clever sum of 
money, which Jack had, but a few days before, extorted 
from the old pawnbroker. He then took hold of an 
arm, and dragged the body forward to a deep hole, 
which had been previously prepared and concealed 
under the rubbish ; and into this he tumbled the corpse, 
and proceeded to cover it with loose earth, which he 
stamped down with his feet ; heaping some old boards, 
sticks, and broken furniture over all ; and displaying, 
throughout the whole proceeding, the same cool indiffer- 
ence that he would have done in the burial of a dog. 

Having thus removed all trace of his crime, Dupree 

took up the light, and hastened up the stairs, shutting 

the door behind him. He found the Jew sitting in 

the dark, trembling with apprehension; and with a 

sneer, as he set down the lamp, he said : 
22 _ 
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^^ Isaac Jacobs, you are the most cowardly scoun- 
drel unhung." 

" Ish Ploody Jack dead ?" inquired the Jew, in a 
tremulous whisper. 

" Dead and buried, and be to him !" 

^^ Oh, I ish so mush glad ash never vash !" returned 
the pawnbroker ; '^ now he yills not tells noting ; and 
he yash gets no more monish, curse him ! I yash prays 
all der times, dat you yills kills him mit der bar, vile 
he vash gets der prandy— che ! che ! che ! Now den 
you yash owes me seventy-five dousand dollarsh ?" 

" For what, you old fool ?" 

<< For gets der Linden gal co dead— dat vash vat 
you vash promish/' 

" Umph !'* sneered Dupree — " we will talk about 
that another time. We will see if she is dead first, 
and then calculate in what degree her death was ow- 
ing to you, and pay you accordingly." 

^^ Oh, mine Got in Himmel ! put dat vash fair par- 
gains!" said Isaac, anxiously. 

^^ Silence, you old extortioner ! I am not in a mood 
to talk now. Come, let me out — I am going home." 

^^ Put you vill purns der paper dat vash hangs us 
mit a rope?" 

" Yes, when I learn that the girl is dead — not be- 
fore." 

« Put Jack vash kills her." 

^^ So he said, and I believe he told the truth, but I 
must be sure ; and if she be not dead, I warn you that 
you will have to take her case in hand yourself. Come, 
light me out — I am not in a mood to talk now — ^for 
haying tasted blood, I feel a very strong desire to cut 
your throat." 
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" Oh, holy Fader Apraham ! I vills lets you out so 
quick ash never vash !*' cried the Jew, in alarm ; and 
he started up and hastened to the door, which he un- 
locked and opened with trembling hands. " Good 
night !*' he said, as Dupree passed out without speak- 
ing. And he added to himself, as he closed and re- 
fastened the door ; '^ I vish I vash haf his monish, and 
der tuyvel vash haf himself/* 

^' I will Boon make an end of him ! and then, and 
not till then, shall I be safe !*' thought Dupree^ as he 
hurried from the narrow, filthy yard of the Jew, into 
Fifth street. 

But just as these thoughts passed through his mind, 
two stout men sprang suddenly upon him, one on 
either side ; and a voice, that made his heart quiver, 
sounded harshly in his ear : 

" Make no resistance — ^you are our prisoner !*' 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

A VILLAIN UNMASKED. 

• 

Thb De Vere Mansion was a large, double, three- 
story, brick dwelling, fronting upon Chestnut street, 
was entered by a long flight of stone steps, and hai^a 
double area in front, enclosed by iron railings. Double 
doors opened into a large hall, which ran directly 
through the centre of the building, with broad, wind- 
ing stairs leading up to the stories above. On the 
left of this hall was a spacious and elegantly furnished 
drawing-room ; and on the ri^lit a small, private parlor, 
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sitting-room, dining-room, and so forth; and in the 
rear of the mansion was a large, beautiful garden, 
with its shade-trees, fruit trees, gravelled and labyrin- 
thine walks, and parterres of flowers, and yine-draped 
bowers. 

The mansion was substantially and commodiously 
built by Colonel De Vere, a Southern planter, for his 
Northern summer residence ; but after the death of 
his wife, the mother of Grace, he sold his plantation 
and took up his abode here with his daughter, till 
called away by death. After his funeral, the house 
was shut up for several months ; during which time 
Grace, as mentioned in a previous chapter, made her 
home in the family of her guardian and adopted 
father, Amos Vincent; but returned to the mansion in 
the manner mentioned, refurnished it in a more mod- 
ern and far more elegant style, and, with her maiden 
aunt, had resided here ever since, luxuriating in every 
enjoyment which desire could crave within the limits 
of wealth to satisfy. ^ 

In the large and sumptuously furnished drawing- 
room, on the night of Mrs. Leslie's singular adventure, 
and at the very moment when she stood face to face 
with Jack Guthrie in his miserable quarters, a number 
of persons of both sexes were assembled. 

Of this number, most of whom had come hither at the 
instance of Miss Pierson, the aunt of Grace so frequent- 
IjPalluded to — a slim, prim, genteel-looking lady of 
forty-five — it suits our purpose to mention only those 
directly connected with our story. Conspicuous among 
all was Leon Dupree, with his lordly but condescend- 
ing air, his cool and easy assurance, and his studious 
and fashionable attire. We mention him firnt, not 
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because he stands first in our estimation, but because 
he has held, and still holds, a prominent, though not 
enviable, position in our story. Then there was Julian 
St. Cloud, with his pale, intellectual, face, dreamy 
eyes, classical head, and poetical dress and air, in 
striking contrast with the honest, sincere, and no less 
intellectual, but awkward, homely, and abashed Her- 
bert Raymond. And there, too, was little Mark Wells- 
ford, a kind of human puppet — dapper, neat and 
trim-^but distinguishable for nothing except for be- 
longing to one of the first families, his foolish dissipa- 
tion, and the hig& opinion he entertained of his own 
importance and honor. And Paul Mortvie was there — 
not as a guest, not as a member of the family, not as 
a domestic or attendant, but as something of all these 
combined. He was neatly dressed in a suit of black, 
with a broad, white collar turned down at the neck, 
which beautifully set off his dark skin and darker 
eyes ; and as he sat apart from all the rest, glancing 
furtively over the assembled company, and listening 
without seeming to do so, his dark eyes occasionally 
shone with a strange lustre, as something spoken stirred 
the fires of his passionate soul. And last in our men- 
tion, but among the first in our regard, Grace herself 
was there — proud, brilliant, regal, queen-like — more 
thoughtful and less talkative than usual — but pleasant, 
and affable, and full of the kindly graces of a noble 
heart. 

The moment chosen to introduce ^he company to 
the reader, was a few minutes prior to the return of 
the carriage of Grace, for the second time, with the 
startling news that Mrs. Leslie was from home and 
Villeta not to be found. 
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"Really, Miss Pierson, you do positively grow 
younger every day," said Leon, in a low, confidential 
tone, as for the second time that evening he paid his 
compliments to the aunt of Grace. " Upon my word, 
you have but one rival in all the beauty here as 
sembled — the brilliant and witty niece of a no less 
brilliant and witty aunt," 

" Ah ! Leon, you know how to flatter," returned 
Miss Pierson, with a look that plainly said she thought 
he knew how to tell the truth in a very pleasing way. 
"And praise from so excellent an artist really makes 
me vain." 

" Now it is my turn to blush," smiled Leon ; " for to 
be called an excellent artist, by so good a judge, gives 
me a glimpse of fame. " 

" And to think," rejoined Miss Pierson, "you should 
have reached such a point of perfection, and not been 
suspected by even your most intimate friends ! Really, 
I* am quite astonished! Tou must have studied and 
worked while we poor common mortals were fast 
asleep." 

" You know I have occasionally been absent from 
the city. Miss Pierson !" said Leon, with a meaning 
smile. 

" Ah ! I take !" returned the other, quickly : " you 
were not absent at all, but shut up in your studio ! In- 
deed, sir, you deserve great credit." 

" What does Miss Grace thijak of the picture ?" in- 
quired Leon, carelessly. 

" Oh, she is delighted with it, has given it a post of 
honor in her gallery, and has been more than once to 
look at it, I assure you." 

" She may like the picture," pursued Leon, glancing 
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over to where Grace stood conversing with Mark Wells- 
ford, " but, deuce take it, if I think she cares anything 
for me." 

" Oh, you do not know that," replied the aunt, in 
an encouraging tone. " Grace is a strange girl, 
and it is difBcuIt to determine, from her manner, who 
she really does like — she has such an ofif-hand way 
with all." 

'' It is thought by some that she is engaged to Mark 
Wellsford," said Leon ; " but, for my part, I think that 
gawky lawyer has much the best chance of winning 
her, if he only had sense enough to kn^ it." 

"iSTe ?" returned the aunt, with a shrug of contempt; 
" he win Grace ? I should like to catch him trying 
such an experiment — the attempt would surely settle 
his visits here. No, no — he is only invited and toler- 
ated out of respect to the guardian of Grace, who, 
Heaven qnly knows why, has formed a very high 
opinion of him. For myself, I think him a coarse, 
awkward clown, more fit to grace the kitchen of a 
farm house than the drawing-room of a mansion like 
this." 

" It is very pleasant to observe how persons of cul- 
tivated tastes agree in matters of taste," smiled Leon. 
" Now I might have studied for an hour, without being 
able to express my opinion of that soi-disant lawyer 
so correctly as you have done in a few words. Ha ! 
ha ! the farmer's kitchen for him, by all means. See, 
my dear Miss Pierson, how he stares at that young 
lady next to him ! and how he blushes and wriggles 
when she looks toward him ! and how uncertain he is 
what to do with his huge hands and huger feet !" 

" I declare,** laughed Miss Pierson — who, we re- 
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gret to say, delighted in private, innocent scandal — 
*' your wit destroys my dignity, Leon. Forbear, my 
dear friend, or I shall be forced to laugh in a most 
unbecoming manner." 

" The s^ubject of our conversation is enough to make 
one laugh, without the aid of a single observation," 
rejoined Leon. " By-the-by, who is that young lady 
next to our kitchen lawyer?" 

" That is Miss Warden, a lady from the South, said 
to be very wealthy," answered Miss Pierson. " If 
you fancy her, let me present you." 

"No, rieaxen save the mark!" returned Leon, 
"she is too old for me." 

" Why, she passes for twenty." 

" Indeed ! then you, my dear Miss Pierson, should 
pass for sixteen." 

" Why, do you really think, friend Leon, she looks 
older than myself?" ^ 

" Much older. Miss Pierson, much older ; though, 
for that matter, so do all the young ladies here : you 
have a very youthful appearance, I assure you." 

" Oh, you flatterer I" 

" Bather say, oh, you truth-teller I By-the-by, Miss 
Pierson, I intend to surprise you some day, ere long." 

" In what way?" 

" There, now, I have exposed my secret — I can 
keep nothing from you," replied Leon, affecting to be 
a little embarrassed. " The truth is, I had your por- 
trait under way before I thought of Grace ; but I 
feared, if I presented yours first, I should make Grace 
jealous. You understand ?" 

Miss Pierson smiled, and signified, by a motion of 
her head, that she understood and appreci:ited the 
compliment. 
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"Do not mention this to Grace," he pursued, "for 
I am not altogether safe in that quarter, and Would 
not like to irritate her.*' 

" You shall be safe in that quarter, if I have any 
influence with the giddy girl," replied the aunt. 

" A good word from you will do wonders," rejoined 
Leon. 

"And you shall have it — never fear. I have 
spoken to Grace more than once concerning you, and 
I shall take pleasure in further advancing your suit." 

" Thank you, my dear friend — ^you are very kind," 
smiled the artful villain. 

" By-the-by, I am told a very pretty cousin of 
yours is expected this evening. It is said she is one 
of the heirs of the Ackland property, which has crea- 
ted so much talk in the fashionable world. I trust 
you will not fall in love with her at first sight." 

" Yes," said Leon, slightly changing color, " I have 
heard that a kind of cousin of mine has been discov- 
ered by some interested parties, who are striving to 
make her a legitimate heir with my mother ; but even 
should they succeed, I do not know as I shall feel spe- 
cially honored by the acquaintance of the daughter of a 
bank-robber, even though a beauty and a relative. 
One may be unfortunately related. Miss Pierson — but 
tKere is, thank Heaven, no law to force one toassoci- 
ate with those who have disgraced themselves, or been 
disgraced through their antecedents. I was quite 
astonished, and not at all pleased, I assure you, 
when, a few days since, I* heard of thia girl and her 
singular claim, though I am even now inclined to 
think her an impostor." 

" You must not say so to Grace," returned the aunt ; 
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^' for she is all bound up in the girl, and thinks there 
never was such another creature made." 

^^ More is the pity/' rejoined Leon, with something 
like a sneer. <^ Did you say she was expected here 
to-night ?" 

'^ Yes, and I am surprised that she has not arrived. 
Probably she intends to stay late, in order to create a 
sensation when she does appear. I have not seen her, 
but I know I shall not like her.*' 

'^ I suppose, meeting her here, we shall be obliged 
to notice her, out of respect to Miss Grace ?*' said 
Leon. 

" But we need not be familiar, and we can let her 
see her company is not suited to our caste," suggested 
Miss Pierson, with a slight toss of her head. " Grace 
will do as she likes, of course — ^but she knows very 
well that I claim the same privilege, and on this occa- 
sion I shall use it." 

" See," said Leon, " they are having a consultation 
yonder ! Miss Grace is collecting quite a party around 
her. And there, now, she beckons up that Byronic 
artist and the kitchen lawyer ! I wonder what it can 
all be about ! Were I in less agreeable company, I 
should be tempted to go and see.'' 

" Probably she is asking them their opinion of the 
weather," said Miss Pierson, laughing : "she often 
makes very serious matters out of trifles, when she has 
weak-headed guests to entertain." 

The cause of the excitement we will explain by say- 
ing, that one of her servants had just brought Grace 
the startling information, that the second attempt to 
find Villeta had proved a failure. 

Leon and Miss Pierson continued to chat, and talk 
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little scandal, passing from one thing to another, and 
sparing no one who came under their special notice. 
Leon was really anxious to get away and learn the 
cause of the excitement — for he could see that 
Grace, Julian, Herbert, and one or two of the ladies, 
were much excited on some matter which might possi- 
bly concern himself — and more than once he detected 
furtive glances cast toward him — but he dissembled 
and played the hypocrite to perfection, pretending to 
think more of Miss Pierson than of all the others, 
well knowing how much it was to his interest to have 
a friend at court. At length the anxious circle sep- 
arated ; and soon after one of the ladies was conducted 
to a large, elegant piano, and played and sung several 
pieces in a most charming style. Leon took advantage 
of the first plausible opportunity, to quit the side of 
his dear friend. Miss Pierson ; and approaching Mark 
Wellsford, he said : 

^^ Miss Grace seems unusually serious this evening 
* — do you know the cause ?" 

^< Perhaps I do," answered Mark, with studied cold- 
ness. 

" Well, what is it ?" 

^^ Suppose I should say it is a secret ?*' 

" Then you would say in effect that you know noth- 
ing about it," replied Leon, in a sneering tone, as he 
somewhat insultingly took the dimensions of Mark 
with his eye ; " for if it be a secret, I am certain 
Miss Grace has better sense than to confide it to you." 

^< Do you intend to insult me, sir V* demanded Mark, 
with a crimson flusL 

" As you please," answered Leon, coolly. " I know 
no reason why I should spare one who seems desirous 
of breaking off from a long and intimate friendship.'* 
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^^ A friendship which I am now satisfied reflects nc 
credit upon one in my position/' returned Mark, 
sharply. 

" Sir," said Leon, in a low, measured tone, " I know 
not what you may have heard to cause you to change 
your opinion of me — but 1 most humbly beg leave to 
assure you, that I consider you a human weather-vane, 
turning face about at the first ill wind — and, moreover, 
I would add, for fear of being misunderstood by one 
who has more money than brains, that I also consider 
you an insolent puppy, whom it may become my un- 
pleasant duty to chastise." 

Mark turned pale, and his lip quivered, as he an- 
grily replied : 

" I have cause, sir, and good cause, for thinking you 
a villain ; and though I admit that you are physically 
my superior, I am not prepared to admit that in any 
thing else you are my equaV* 

" You are a fool T' retorted Leon — " a contemptible 
little fool ! and sooner or later I will have satisfaction 
for your insolence. You are safe here, for the pre- 
sence of ladies protects you ; but we shall meet again, 
and then will come the hour of reckoning." 

" Whenever you want such satisfaction as a gentle- 
inan may accord, you shall have it," rejoined Mark, 
as he turned on his heel and walked away, with a 
proud and insolent air. 

This colloquial quarrel was carried on apart from 
the company, and was overheard by none save the boy 
Paul, who happened to be in close proximity, and who, 
without seeming to see or hear, watched the parties 
furtively, and listened attentively, losing not a word. 
Leon concealed his anger, and looked quietly ikfte^ 
Mark, muttering to himself : 
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" Poor fool ! he has been tampered with by a secret 
^ enemj of mine — for he is too much wanting in wit to 
have spoken thus without having been set on like a 
puppy by a new master" 

He turned and walked toward Grace, who was con- 
versing with one of the ladies — but whether by design 
or accident, she at the same instant left her companion 
and crossed over to her aunt on the opposite side of 
the room ; and with a smile on his lips, but a curse in 
hia heart, Leon altered his course, and approaching 
Julian, said, blandly : 

" How thrives your suit with my fair cousin, whom 
I hoped ere this to have had the pleasure of seeing V* 

" Do you mean Miss Linden ?" returned Julian, 
coldly, and with an air of sternness, as he fixed his 
eyes keenly and searchingly upon the inquirer. 

'^ I mean no other, provided Linden is her name," 
answered Leon, with a covert sneer, for he saw there 
was something wrong in this quarter also, and resolved 
to meet it as one upon his guard. 

" You never knew her by any other name, did you ?*' 
said Julian, quietly. 

"For that matter, I never knew her at all," replied 
Leon, with unblushing boldness. 

" Well, who told you I was her suitor ?" asked Ju- 
lian, keeping his eye steadily upon the young villain. 

"It matters not who told me, Mr. St. Cloud." 

" And I presume, sir, it matters not how my suit 
thrives," was the cool reply. 

" I think, Mr. St. Cloud," said Leon, sneeringly, 
" you have lost your manners." 

" And I think, Mr. Dupree, you are not the fortu- 
nate finder," rejoined the artist. 
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What might have ensued, had the conversation be- 
tween the two not been interrupted, we will not pre- 1 
tend to saj — but just at this moment the voice of 
Grace attracted the attention of all. 

" Ladies and gentlemen," she said, " will you have 
the kindness to follow me ? — T have something I wish to 
submit to your taste and judgment." 

And as she spoke, she led the way from the draw- 
ing-room into the hall, and up the stairs, and into a 
large, fine picture-gallery on the second story, whither 
she was followed by the whole company, not excepting 
the boy Paul, who entered last and still kept himself 
apart from all the others. 

" Now," said Grace, stopping before the likeness of 
herself — which, in a heavy gilt frame, occupied a con- 
spicuous position in a gallery devoted to the finest 
works of art — " I want you all to tell me what you 
think of this picture." 

" Beautiful !*' cried several voices. 

'^ An excellent likeness !" said several others. 

'^ It may be an excellent likeness," said Grace, 
" and a beautiful painting — but I wish you all to ob- 
serve that it is not the likeness which makes it beauti- 
ful, but the manner in which it is executed." 

" It is evidently the work of an artist of genius," 
responded Mark Wellsford, examining it closely. 

^' Do tell us the name of the artist !" said two or 
three of the ladies. 

" I present him to you in the person of Leon Du- 
pree," rejoined Grace, turning to the individual named, 
who was standing a little apart from the rest, and who 
crimsoned to the temples as he saw himself the cyno- 
sure of all eyes, not excepting those of Julian St. 
Cloud. 
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** Miss De Vere," he said, in some confusion, " I 
did not think you would expose my secret in this pub- 
lic manner." 

^' Genius such as yours, is too brilliant a light to be 
hid under a bushel," replied Grace. 

Mark Wellsford looked at Leon with an air of sur- 
prise, and three of the ladies at once stepped forward 
to congratulate the amateur artist, assuring him that 
the painting was really beautiful, and thai he had rea- 
son to be proud of his achievement. 

^' I am proud of it as the work of a friend whom I 
esteem," said Miss Pierson, boldly, approaching Leon 
and offering her hand, which he ^ook with that air of 
embarrassment which passed for genuine modesty with 
the majority of those present. " And only consider, 
my friends," she continued, "jthat he painted the like- 
ness from memory, and surprised Grace and myself 
by presenting it this morning ! and we not to know, 
np to that moment, that he ever touched the pencils- 
it is really quite astonishing !" 

*^ Quite astonishing indeed !" echoed several. 

*^ Such a beautiful design !" said one. 

*^ So beautifully executed !" said another. 

*' And such a capital likeness !" put in a third. 

" Observe, all of you, that painting which hangs 
beside it !" said Grace, calling attention to a picture 
which was draped with black crape and concealed from 
view : " What do you think of that ?" 

" We cannot see it — what is it ?" was the immedi- 
ate reply and inquiry. 

"Paul, uncover it," said Grace. 

The boy placed under the picture an elegant port- 
able stair-case, mounted it nimbly, removed the black 
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drapery, and thus exposed the beautiful likeness of 
Yilleta Linden. Leon started as he saw it, turned 
pale, and, in spite of himself, became not a little agi- 
tated ; while one exclaimed, " Oh, how beautiful !" 
and another, *' So like the other !" and a third, *^ It 
must be by the same artist !" and all turned again, 
some with admiration, some with surprise, and some 
with curiosity, to look at Leon, who just at the mo- 
ment wished himself a hundred leagues away. 

" You mistake, friends," said Grace ; " this picture 
is the likeness of a dear friend of mine, a relative of 
Mr. Dupree, but was painted by a Mr. Warren, whom 
nobody knows. Is it not a little curious, that two* 
such excellent artists should, unknown to each other, 
hit upon the same design ? and both paint two such 
excellent likenesses, simply from memory ? for this 
too was painted from memory by Mr. Warren, and by 
him presented to the subject of his pencil. Miss Yilleta 
Linden." 

'^ Yilleta !" exclaimed Mark, looking hard at Leon, 
and calling to mind the toast he had drank in th^ club* 
room, on the night of his first introduction to the 
reader — '^ I have heard that name before ; and I think 
I need not go far to put my hand upon the Mr. War- 
ren. 

Leon looked quickly around, and saw that he was 
again the object of universal notice; and believing, as 
was natural he should under the circumstances, that 
his secret had been exposed, and that the whole pro- 
ceeding had been previously arranged for a public in- 
sult, he turned to Julian St. Cloud, with a fierce, defiant 
air, and said, in a hissing tone : 

" So, you paltry beggar, you were mean enough to 
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get my confidence, and my money, and then betray 
me ! By ! sir, you shall answer for this !*' 

" I rather think you are betraying yourself," re- 
plied Julian, with quiet contempt. . '^ Do I understand 
you to acknowledge that you have visited Miss Linden 
under the assumed name of Warren ?" 

'^ And suppose I have, sir ! what then ?" demanded 
Leon, with angry vehemence. 

^'Then,'' replied Julian^^walking up to him, and 
looking him fiercely in the eye, ^^ I suppose you to be 
a deceiver, a liar, and a villain !" 

'' Hold !" said Grace, interposing, as she saw Leon 
measuring his antagonist with his eye, as if for a blow. 
" I will have no quarrelling here. What am I to un- 
derstand from all this ? Mr. St. Cloud, did you paint 
those pictures?" 

" Ask Mr. Dupree," answered Julian. 

" Miss Grace De Vere," rejoined Leon, with an ex- 
pression of withering contempt, as the brilliant heiress 
turned toward him with an inquiring look, ^^ permit 
me to say, in the presence of this company, that he 
did paint those pictures — that I paid him his own 
price to keep the secret to himself — that, being a 
cowardly, treacherous villain, he exposed that secret 
to you — and you, under the cover of friendship, took 
this method of exposing me to others, and your own 
hypocrisy at the same time.'* 

" So," returned Grace, quietly, " I begin to under- 
stand the matter ! Tour confession, Mr. Dupree, puts 
my mind at ease ; for, until this moment, it has been 
very much exercised to know whether you painted both 
those pictures or not — Mr. St. Cloud, so far from be- 
traying you in this respect, having rather assisted the 
23 
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inference that you did. Really, sir, I am inclined to 
think you belong to that class of the genus homoj 
who, being granted rope enough, never fail to hang 
themselves. You being Mr. Warren, as well as Mr. 
Dupree, perhaps you can explain how it happened that 
you made such haste to get a physician for Lionel 
Linden and forgot to return ? also, what design you 
had upon his lovely sister ? and, lastly, where that 
sister is now ? for that sift who was expected here this 
evening, has been decoyed away from home by some 
base stratagem, we who know her now feel assured. 
Leon Dupree," she pursued, sternly, while hw eyes 
flashed fire, as she fixed them upon his changing fea- 
tures, **you may be innocent, but you have the look of 
a guilty man. If you are guilty, and do any wrong 
to that sweet girl, may the curse of God light upon 
you !" 

" It will not come any sooner for your invocation,'' 
sneered Leon. " And so, permit me to wish you a 
very good-night." 

" Stop !" said Grace, as he turned away and moved 
toward the door ; " allow me to introduce you to my 
dear aunty in your new character — she being such a 
warm admirer of you in your old one." 

" No, no — Heaven save me ! I have seen enough 
of him !" said Miss Pierson, lifting her hands in holy 
horror. 

" Then," called out Grace to the retreating Leon, "aa 
dear aunty has no desire for further acquaintance 
with you in either character, permit me to add, that 
you need be at no trouble to call here again until you 
can bring some new paintings for our inspection." 

As Leon disappeared, leaving the whole party in a 
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State of surprise and excitement, Julian said a few 
words to Herbert and Mark, and the three moved 
quickly toward the door, intending to follow and call 
him to an account, when the boy Paul, springing 
quickly forward, intercepted them. • 

^* Stay, gentlemen !" he said, in a quick, excited 
tone : " do not follow him ! I have my reasons. I 
know more of this matter than either of you ; and if 
you will remain here till my ceturn, I feel almost cer- 
tain I can bring you important intelligence of Miss 
Linden. Stay, for Heaven's sake, till I return !" 

And without waiting for a reply, he hurried out of 
the gallery, and down the stairs, reaching the ground 
floor just as Leon Dupree was in the act of descend- 
ing the steps into the street. 

" This is strange !" said Julian, pale with excite- 
ment ; and, with the others, he turned back to Grace, 
to ask for an explanation, repeating to her the words 
of Paul. 

" I do not know what it means," said Grace ; " per- 
haps the boy has discovered some plot — or suspects 
one, and thinks he may discover it if left to himself. 
At all events, you had better remain here till he re- 
turns. He is a singular lad — precocious, shrewd, and, 
I believe,, honest. Let us trust him, since we can do 
nothing better. Oh ! God shield dear Villeta from 
harm !" 

" Oh !*' almost groaned Julian — " how can I remain 
quietly here, believing she is in the power of that vil- 
lain ! I must go and seek her.*' 

"Stay!" said Grace; "you know nothing; and 
might, through rashness and indiscretion, mar all. 
Trust Paul, who has given us words of hope, and let 
us wait here till he returns.*' 
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Leaving the whole p.arty in a state of excitement— 
and Grace and Julian, especially, fairly trembling with 
apprehension — let us follow Leon Dupree. 



CHAPTER XXX, 

THB FOWLER VISITS HIS SNARE. 

'^A CURSE upon that painting of Yilleta!" said 
Leon, mentally, as he walked quickly down the 
street. '* Fool that I was to overlook it, and leave it 
with Yilleta, and then present Grace with another like 
it ! I might have known that, being now intimate with 
Yilleta, she would see it, and draw a conclusion lead- 
ing to the exposure of my assumed name, even should 
St. Cloud, not be treacherous enough to direct atten- 
tion to it, which I believe he did. It was a bungling 
piece of business, take it altogether, and has resulted 
just ds I might have foreseen, had I kept my wits 
about me. Well, the secret is out at last ; the expo- 
sure is made ; I felt it must come, sooner or later ; and 
now that it is over, I am glad of it ; for now will I 
boldly defy them, and plot against them, and no longer 
play the hypocrite, which is a character unsuited to 
my daring nature — a character fit only for little mean 

villains and cowards. By ! they shall yet be 

made to curse the hour they ever dared insult me ; for 
if I live, I will have my revenge — and such revenge 
as shall make them quail ! So, Mrs. Leslie did not 
betray me ; but no thanks to her ; it was only because 
she feared exposure herself; and now that I have 
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nothing to dread, her dear friends shall know what 
delectable company thoy keep. She dared to threaten 
me, if I ventured to see Villeta again, I remember ; 
but. ha ! ha ! I shall see her again, and she will not 
be by to lift her warning voice. It was a bold game 
I played — but it was successful, and the stakes are 
mine. To entrap her on the very night she was to 
visit Grace, was a plan worthy of myself! and its 
execution, I doubt not, does equal credit to my fair 
accomplice. And such a short time, too, as we had to 
act! It was near night when I learned from Paul 
that she was to come in the private carriage of Grace 
— but that was time enough for one who had every- 
thing prepared for just such an event. And Paul has 
acted nobly, in keeping me advised of all that he has 
chanced to overhear, and he shall have his reward. 
Ha ! ha ! poor fools ! poor simpletons ! they little 
dream that I have a spy in their very midst ! and 
that I can get at their *secrets, and foil their plans, 
and keep my own concealed ! By heavens ! I should 
have been born a courtier during an intriguing reign ! 
I should then 'have been in my glory; and if I had 
not worked my way to the position of prime minister, 
my talents would have made less display than I am 
now willing to put to their credit. Well, well, now to 
be on my guard. I may be watched — but I will take 
care that the spy, whoever he be, shall have nothing 
to boast of through my imprudence. I do wonder 
what the poor astonished fools are saying of me now ! 
Well, no matter — I have only to wait till I see Paul, 
and then I shall know all. Meantime, I will amuse 
myself for an hour or two, by which time the coast 
will be clear ; and then, ho ! for the unrivalled, the 
charming, the lovely, the adorable Villeta!" 
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Leon continued to walk down Chestnut street for 
several squares, and then turned into a fashionable 
billiard saloon, where he amused himself for more than 
an hour ; after which he came out and repaired to the 
club-house, where he drank a bottle of wine, and 
passed several merry jokes with his companions ; and 
then leaving the club-house .by himself, he quietly 
sauntered down to a hack-stand, entered a coach, gave 
the driver some instructions in a low tone, and was 
driven swiftly away. 

Leon, as we have shown in his mental soliloquy, 
had entertained a suspicion that he might be watched ; 
but his precautions had failed to elude the vigilance 
of tho voluntary spy upon his actions — for that spy 
was Paul Mortvie, who had a motive for his watch too 
deep to be baffled by any ordinary means. The boy 
had followed him from the De Yere Mansion to the bil- 
liard-room, had waited quietly and patiently outside 
for his reappearance, had followed him thence to the 
club-house, and lastly to the hack stand, and as the 
coach now drove away, he pursued it on a run, till he 
came to a part of the street sufficiently dark for his 
purpose, when, with the fleetness of the deer, he 
bounded up to the vehicle and sprung up behind. 

The coach was driven rapidly toward the Schuyl- 
kill, till beyond the thickly settled portions of the 
city ; and then, as it turned off toward the north, 
some further directions were asked of Leon by the 
driver. At length, after some half an hour's fast driv- 
ing, the vehicle was brought to a halt, in a dark and 
unsettled portion of the town, and at least some fifty 
yards from the nearest dwelling. Here Leon got out 
and paid the hackman, who immediately drove away — 
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the boy meantime slipping off, and retreating to such 
a distance as to be effectually concealed by the 
darkness. 

As soon as he found himself alone, the young vil-^ 
lain set off, at a quick walk, toward the dwelling 
alluded to, which stood alone, and at a considerable 
distance from any other building. It stood back from 
the unpaved street, and had a small, yard in front, en- 
closed by white palings, and a fine garden in the rear, 
enclosed by a high, strong wall of masonry. Leon 
tried the gate of the front yard; but finding it 
fastened, he placed his foot upon a cross-bar, and 
sprung lightly over the top of it ; and hurrying to the 
door, he rung the bell — the boy, meantime, drawing 
close up under the gate, in a crouching attitude. 
Presently a window shutter opened cautiously, and a 
voice, in a low, guarded tone, inquired, in a foreign 
accent : 

"Who is there?" 

" It is me," answered Leon, in a whisper. " It is all 
right without — is it so within ?" 

" The bird is caged," was the reply ; " all right- 
wait if moment." 

The shutter was closed cautiously, and immediately 
after there was heard a rattling at the door, which 
opened the next moment and admitted Leon. As the 
door closed behind him, the boy started up, looked 
eagerly at the building, ran completely around the 
entire enclosure, and then darting away, like a fright- 
ened deer, disappeared in the darkness. 

Leon Dupree was conducted into the parlor by a no 
less personage than Madam Chevenceau, whose name 
has been previously mentioned as the proprietress of 
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the millinery establishment, where Marie Souloni and 
others, as young and beautiful and innocent, were 
thrown into the society of such heartless villains as 
Leon Dupree, and thus led to their ruin. " The 
Madame," as she was styled by the young bloods who 
courted her society, and paid ber large sums for the 
most infamous of purposes, was a handsome woman of 
thirty, with black hair, expressive dark eyes, a full 
fair face, and a fine, commanding, matronly form. 
The expression of her features was highly intellec- 
tual and pleasing, and she could assume a charming 
naivetSj that seemed perfectly incompatible with a 
bad heart, and which never failed to deceive the inno-- 
cent and unsuspecting. And yet at heart she was 
utterly vile — cold, selfish, unfeeling, avaricious — caring 
for no one beyond his or her means, or the advantageous 
use she might make of the party. During her infa- 
mous career, she had accumulated wealth ; and was the 
owner of more than one dwelling, including the one 
she now occupied ; all of which she used for the vilest 
purposes, or rented, at extravagant prices, to persons 
of the most disreputable character. If she had a fa- 
vorite, that favorite was Leon Dupree — not frota any 
personal regard, for in her heart she despised him and 
the whole human race — but because he was lavish of 
his money, and paid most liberally for her favors, and 
gold was her god. It was to her he had applied, 
after his quarrel with Mrs. Leslie, to aid him in his 
scheme against Yilleta ; and for a stipulated sum she 
had readily entered into his plans, promising him suc- 
cess. We may add, that she did not reside perma- 
nently in this house, but kept it ready for an emer- 
gency, leaving it generally in charge of a servant; 
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who, in all things, understood and aoted according to 
her wishes; she repairing hither, to superintend in 
person, wheneyer occasion demanded. She had been 
located here some three or four days prior to this 
eventful night, watching, like a spider in its web, for 
a favorable opportunity to entangle another victim, 
but causing it to be given out that she had gone to a 
neighboring city on business. For the rest, the fol- 
lowing conversation will serve for sufficient explanation 
of the manner in which her vile purpose had so far 
been accomplished. 

^^ So, my dear madame," said Leon, in a low, 
guarded tone, as he seated himself in the eleganUj 
furnished parlor, ^'you have succeeded?" 

^^Yes," replied Madame Chevenceau, ^^as I told 
you, the bird is caged." 

" Where is she ?" 

^' Up stairs, in the Close-Boom — shall I conduct you 
to her?" 

^' Presently — I want to talk a little first, and settle 
my nerves. A bottle of wine, if you please." 

The bottle of wine was produced, both drank, and 
Leon* resumed : 

'^ Now tell me all about it — did you have any diffi- 
culty ?" 

*^ Less than I expected, for I remembered your in- 
structions, and followed them closely," replied the 
French milliner. ^^ As soon as I got word from you 
that she was to go out in a carriage this evening to 
Miss De Yere's party, I sent for a trusty coachman — 
a fellow who has served me well on more than one 
occasion — and telling him what I wanted, and how he 
must conduct himself, we drove down to Mrs. Leslie's, 
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getting there just at dusk. I was afraid we might be 
too late, or that the other carriage might come while 
we were there, but fortune was propitious. Mrs. Les- 
lie was away ; and Miss Linden, on being informed 
that Miss De Vere had sent for her, and was anxious 
that she should come without delay, made no further 
objections than that she must stop to write a note. 
This done, she hurried out and entered the carriage ; 
but seemed quite surprised to find me inside ; for I had 
kept myself concealed, and the coachman only had 
spoken to her. But I quickly set matters right, by 
informing her that I was a personal friend of Miss De 
Vere, and had volunteered to come for her in my own 
carriage, as our mutual friend's was at that moment 
engaged in another quarter. I said this, because I 
thought it likely she must know Miss De Yere's car- 
riage, and might otherwise suspect something wrong." 

" Very clever in you,*' smiled Leon, tossing off an- 
other glass of wine. " Well V* 

^^ Well, I next informed her that we had to ride 
some distance, to take up another lady, who had n« 
carriage; and having thus accounted for time, I 
launched forth, in an animated style, and, I flatter my- 
self, made myself very agreeable, if not charming." 

" I will swear you did," smiled Leon, filling both 
glasses — " for you have the most fascinating conversa- 
tional powers and manners of any lady I ever saw. 
Come ! here is to ourselves — great in scheming, perfect 
in executing, and always successful !" 

^^ I drink that toast with all my heart," smiled Ma- 
dame Ghevenceau. 

"Well, now, proceed — I am eager to reach the 
finale," said Leon. 
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"The finale is reserved for you,*' said the other, 
archly, " and you are to be envied. Had I been a 
man, with such temptation before me, I should have 
played traitor and run off with the prize.*' 

^' Had you been a man," returned Leon, with a light 
laugh, " I should not have trusted you with my secret. 
But go on, and tell me how you succeeded in getting 
her into the house." 

" Well, it was quite dark when we reached here ; 
and telling her this was the residence of the lady of 
whom we were in quest, I got out of the carriage, and 
ran in, to see if she were ready. Returning to the 
street, I informed our prize that my friend would be 
with us in five minutes ; and I was just in the act of 
gettmg into the carriage again, when the coachman, 
who had his cue and knew his part, suddenly discovered 
that one of the axles was cracked ; and forthwith an- 
nounced the disagreeable fact that he would not dare 
to drive any further with us ; but, if we would have 
patience for fifteen minutes, he would return with 
another coach. What were we to do ? I fretted some, 
but finally told Miss Linden there was no help for it, 
and that we must go in and wait. She of course as- 
sented ; and on entering the house, my servant met 
us, and, on learning from me what had happened, in- 
vited us both up stairs, to lay off our bonnets, and so 
forth, while we should remain — adding, that her mis- 
tress was dressing, but would be with us in a few min- 
utes. In a word, we conducted the bird to her cage, 
without the slightest suspicion on her part that she 
was caught ; and in that cage you will find her now, 
flapping her wings, but in no mood for singing her 
sweetest lay." 
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" Madame Ghevenceau,*' said Leon, with a look of 
admiration, as he again filled the glasses, ^^ jou have 
surpassed yourself! Allow me to drink your very 
good health — the very good health of the greatest 
woman of the age ! Ton my honor/' he added, as he 
set down an empty glass, *^ it is the best managed 
affair I ever had a hand in : henceforth I trust no one, 
employ no one, but your beautiful self. Capital ! cap- 
ital ! But pray go on — tell me all that has happened 
•since you got her safely caged." 

" Well, for an hour or more," resumed " The Ma- 
dame," ^^ she remained in her cage, without the shadow 
of a suspicion — I doing myself the honor of keeping 
her company, and talking for her amusement, and 
hoping for your appearance to take her off my hands 
and make your own explanations. 

^' But I could not come without creating suspicion," 
said Leon. " You remember I told you I had an in- 
vitation to Miss De Yere's ; and not to have gone, 
and the girl away at the same time, would have given 
my enemies an opportunity to connect me with her 
disappearance. Even as it is, I believe they strongly 
suspect I have had a hand in the matter ; but they 
know nothing, and can prove nothing ; and by the 
time the stupid fools do find out anything for a cer- 
tainty, I hope to be prepared for the discovery ; and 

then let them make the most of it, and be to 

them ! And, moreover, let me add, I wished to be there 
for another reason — to hear what they might say con- 
cerning her non-aiftval, and how they would account 
for her absence." 

" But could you not have got away sooner ?" in- 
quired the hostess. 
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^^ Yes, I should have been here sooner, only that J 
got into a quarrel with one or two insolent puppies- 
Mark Wellsford for one — and fearing a spy might be 
set upon my movements, I took the precaution to visit 
other places just to baffle him." 

" Well/' pursued Madame Chevenceau, " as I was 
saying, I kept our bird quiet for more than an hour, 
by which time I began to grow tired of the labor, and 
she to get uneasy. At last, seeing there was no help 
for it, I told her, plainly, that she would not be per- 
mitted to leave the room she was in, till a certain 
friend of hers, who was every moment expected, 
should arrive to take her away. She became alarmed, 
asked me what I meant, declared her belief in some 
foul play, and finally burst into tears and put on sev- 
eral hysterical airs. Not being in a mood to stand 
such nonsense, and believing a hearty crying fit would 
do her good, and tame her down for you, I went out, 
and locked her in. I have not seen her since ; but 
Bessie has been in two or three times, and the last 
time she reported her quite docile." 

'^£y heavens ! I am almost afraid to see her !" said 
Leon, not particularly pleased with the treatment Yil- 
leta had received, which he considered harsh and cruel, 
though he took good care not to let his hostess per- 
ceive his dissatisfaction. 

^^ Why, you are not afraid of that chit of a girl, I 
hope !" 

^^ Only of her tongue, madame ; and perhaps, if I 
drink her health some half a dozen times, I ^all gain 
courage enough to meet even that." 

Leon continued to talk and drink, till he had emp- 
tied the bottle, when he immediately called for an- 
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other ; and having about half drained this, and consumed 
an hour in conversation, he arose, with the flush of 
partial inebriation, and said : 

" Now, madame, I am ready to face the d 1 ! 

Lead the way !" 

And forthwith Madame Chevenceau lighted him up 
the stairs, and gave him the key to the apactment in 
which poor Yilleta Linden was held a prisoner. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 



HAWK AND DOVE. 



The apartment in which Yilleta was confined, was 
of moderate dimensions, was elegantly furnished, and 
had a single window opening upon the roof of a ve- 
randa and overlooking the garden. The only pecu- 
liarities of the room which we shall notice, were — 
first, its central position in the building, there being 
small apartments on either side of it; secondly, its 
single window, with its Venetian shutter, secured by a 
padlock, with a heavy, folding shutter to bolt within ; 
and thirdly, a sliding partition, which could cut off the 
window altogether, thus isolating it from every main 
wall, and rendering it impossible for a shriek or scream 
to be heard without the building. That it had been 
constructed for a most infamous purpose, and had been 
more than once put to a most infamous use, will bo 
readily believed by whoever considers the character 
of the vile owner. 

On a seat near the window, which at this time was 
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only secured by the outside shutter, sat poor Yilleta, 
the picture of distress, alarm, and dismay. She had 
wept the fountain of her tears dry ; and now sat, with 
ashen cheeks and swollen eyes, unconsciously wring- 
ing her hands, in silent despair, and starting nervous- 
ly, almost deliriously, at every unusual sound. And 
sitting thus, she heard steps without, and low voices, 
followed by the noise of a key being placed in the 
lock ; and starting to her feet, and riveting her eyes 
upon the door, with a glaring expression, she saw it 
open, and the person known to her as Henry Warren, 
enter. 

'' Good evening, Miss Linden,'' he said, blandly, and 
with a show of respect, as he closed the door, locked 
it inside, and removed the key. '* I hope I find you 
well. It has been an age since I saw your charming 
features, and the sight of them brings up most plea- 
sant memories." 

Villeta walked quietly up to him, and fixed her 
eyes searchingly upon his face ; but her eyes glared, 
and gave an unnatural expression to her features — so 
much so, that Leon, as he looked at her, became start- 
led, fearing she had lost her reason. 

^^ Pray tell me, sir,'* she said, in a quiet, measured 
tone, ^^what does all this mean?" 

^* It means, my dear Miss Linden, that I am your 
most devoted admirer," replied Leon, with an air of 
gallantry, though with a slight feeling of uneasiness. 
^^ It means that I love you almost to madness ; and 
that, being denied the boon of seeing you where you 
were, I planned to have you quietly removed to a place 
where I could speak to you with freedom." 

** In other words, I am your prisoner ?" said Villeta. 
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Why, prisoner is a harsh term," answered Leon, 
with a smile : " I trust, my dear Villeta, you will not 
look upon me as an unfeeling jailor !" 

" Is your name Leon Dupree ?" inquired Villeta, 
in the same steady, measured tone, keeping her eyes 
fixed upon the young villain in the same steady 
manner. 

" Why, yes, my name is Leon Dupree, at your ser- 
vice," he answered, boldly. " Henry Wwrren was a 
name assumed for the occasion — ^but there being no 
longer any necessity for retaining it, I frankly ac- 
knowledge the deception." 

*^ Did Mrs. Leslie know you as Leon Dupree?" 

" She certainly did." 

" Then she deceived me ?" 

*^ Yes, she deceived you — she was paid by me to do 



so." 



*^ But she repented of her part in the base transac- 
tion, did she not ?" 

*' In so much as to fear getting herself into diffi- 
culty. Mrs. Leslie is a bad woman, and the less you 
have to do with her the better." 

*^ And are you not afraid of getting yourself into 
difficulty by your high-handed course ?" pursued Vil- 
leta, in the same quiet tone. 

" Oh, no — I would risk every thing for your love," 
answered Leon. " Come, let us sit down and talk 
like friends." 

" Friends !" said Villeta, almost fiercely, her eyes 
glaring, and her form towering, till she looked like an 
angry queen. ^' Do you dare to face me, sir, after 
your base transactions, and claim to be my friend ?" 

" You see I do face you, and I do claim to be your 
friend," replied Leon, coolly. 
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" I forgot," retanied Villeta, with a flash of scorn : 
** you are Leon Dupree, son of Basil Dupree, and are 
therefore capable of any thing that would put to shame 
an honorable man!" 

" You are quite complimentary, my pretty one," 
rejoined Leon, with a slight curl of his lip. " Pray 
proceed T Having just drank a bottle of wine to your 
health, I am prepared for almost any thing in the 
shape of flattery." 

" Talk to me of love wid friendship, when my father 
was murdered by yours ! when my brother was mur- 
dered by you !" cried Villeta, shrinking back with a 
shudder. " Begone, sir, ere the curse of God falls 
upon you!" 

" Stop !" said Leon, turning pale : " you rave — ^you 
do not consider what you say ! Tou forget that your 
father robbed the bank and fled to escape detection I 
and that your brother died a death which his ]ihysi- 
cian had predicted !" 

As Leon said this, the naturally lovely features of 
Villeta took on a strange, wild expression — an expres- 
sion which changed her whole appearance, and made 
her almost fearful to behold ; and wc^lking deliberately 
up to the astonished villain, she raised her finger, and 
with impressive gestures, and in a tone cold, hard and 
stem, a tone most unnatural to one whose wonted 
voice was music, she said : 

^^My father was an honest man, and is now in Hea- 
ven. The money he was said to have taken from the 
bank, was taken by your father, and much of it has 
been spent by you in your career of wickedness. My 
brother was doomed to die by the decree of Heaven. 
The immediate cause of his 4eath, however, was not 

24 
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a natural one — for you were present, and you had a 
base design in view, a^ you have confessed. Leon Du- 
pree, beware ! there is a limit even to villainy ; and 
the sword of justice is suspended above your head, 
and your father's head, only by a single hair." 

"Pshaw!" exclaimed Leon, with a feeling of un- 
easiness, which he struggled to throw oflf : " let us quit 
this recrimination, change the subject, and talk sensi- 
bly ! I am told you are my cousin, and an heiress !" 

*' It is said I am your cousin, once removed," re- 
turned Villeta. " I knew it not till to-day, and sorry 
am I to think it true. You probably knew it before 
Lionel died ; and having got rid of him, are now 
ready to put me out of the way, that there may be no 
division of the Ackland property." 

"You do me great injustice," answered Leon, with 
mock sincerity. " It was not till within a few days — 
sincejrour brother's death, in fact — that I accident- 
ally learned of our relationship, and of your expecta- 
tions. So far from wishing to put you out of the 
way, I love you most sincerely, fair cousin, and would 
make you my wife. This may be a strange place, con- 
sidering all the circumstances, to tell you so ; but if I 
have takcQ unusual means to make my love manifest 
— to compel you, if I must so speak, to hear me — it 
is because I have been shut out from your sweet pres- 
ence, and no other way was open to me." 

" And do you for a moment suppose I will consent 
to become your wife?" answered Villeta, with indig- 
nation, her eyes sparkling, her form again towering, 
and her bosom heaving. 

" You might do worse," said Leon, quietly. " I do 
not like to boast — ^but, really, I am inclined to think 
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I stand quite as high in the community as yourself. 
And you should remember, my pretty one, before you 
take on extraordinary airs, that you cannot become an 
heiress defactOy (excuse the Latin term,) till you have 
proved yourself legitimate, which may be less easy to 
do than you suppose ; and until you shall have become 
an heiress de facto^ I shall make no effort to compel 
you to become my lawful wife/' 

" And do you flatter yourself you could compel me 
to wed one I now despise ?" returned Yilleta, almost 
fiercely. '' Mark you ! the animal has an instinct 
which warns it against its natural and deadly foe, and 
it sometimes happens that we human beings are warned 
against our fellow enemies by something which par- 
takes more of instinct than reason. When you first 
came to me in my distress, and afforded me hope of 
relief, and subsequently brought me relief, I felt 
grateful to you as the immediate cause of happiness, 
supposing your motives to be honorable — and I should 
have experienced the same feeling of gratitude toward 
any other human being — so that, in this respect, you 
received only what was due to the act, without regard 
to the individual ; but when you afterward, presuming 
i^)on my good nature and the claim you had to my 
forbearance and respect, approached me with a sub- 
ject and in a manner not warranted by our acquaint- 
ance, I was compelled to look upon you in a different 
light ; and then it was I was warned by instinct to 
shun you as one to be feared. I now perceive that 
those instinctive warnings were true ; for now that the 
mask is off, I behold, you as a base, treacherous, un- 
principled young man, and despise you accordingly. 
Think you, sir, after this confession, I would go to the 
altar, and solemnly vow to love, honor, and obey you?'' 
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^^ Ba^ you may be glad of the opportunity to go to 
the altar^nd solemnly vow to love, honoc, and obey 
me," returned, Leon, coldly. 

^^ There must be a great change in my nature first/' 
returned Yilleta : ^' meantime^ you are at liberty to 
think what you please ; but until yoa s^e such a change 
in my nature as shall warrant your return to the sub- 
ject, you will greatly oblige me by keepiflg your specu- 
lations to yourself." 

" I am certainly much obliged to you, for your kind 
permission to think what I please," returned Leon, in 
a sneering tone, as he quietly placed himself upon a 
sofa, in a lounging attitude ; '^ and I triist you may be 
induced to go still further, and grant me the privilege 
of acting as I please !" 

'^ Set me free — ^let me go in peace, and henceforth 
leave me in peace — and, for the rest, may your thoughts 
and actions be such as you will not repent of in your 
dying hour !" returned Villeta, solemnly. 

** Whatever may be your merits as a literary lady," 
Ytrjoined Leon, ^* you certainly are a very poor judge 
of human nature, if you expect me to adopt such very 
commonplace advice. No, no — ^it has cost me too 
much thought, too much money, too much labour, to 
get you where you are, to let you go so easily. You 
just now volunteered some personal remarks, to which 
I did myself the honor to listen — and now, I pray you, 
listen to me. Sit down — you will fatigue yourself by 
standing, and Heaven only knows when I shall get 
through talking to you. There, that is right — ^you 
might have taken a seat nearer — ^but no matter, so you 
Ve comfortably seated. Well, you remember the 
night I first saw you ?-^of course you do, how coul4 
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you forget it ? — but you do not remember the first time 
I saw joxx, because you did not see me. You passed 
me on the street, on your way to a pawnbroker's ; and 
the moment I beheld your face, I was struck with your 
beauty ; and, as regards female beauty, you may take 
my word for it, I am a connoisseur : I was struck with 
your beauty, I say, and saw, by your dress, you ifere 
poor ; and I followed you — followed you to the ]^wn- 
broker's, and back to your home — and then hit Jipon 
the plan I adopted, and forthwith made your accpain- 
tance. 

"Now," continued Leon, with the cool and easy 
assurance of a hardened villain, " though I really think 
I fell in love with you at first sight — how could it be 
otherwise, with such beauty as yours before me ? — I 
do not remember that I had the remotest intention of 
making you my wife ; nor, to be frank with you, do I 
think such an idea er^r entered my mind, till I learned 
the possibility of your becoming an heifess of consider- . 
able wealth : not that mere money would induce me 
to marry you — oh, no ; but the truth is, I have a pas- 
sion for you, think you a very beautiful and superior 
person, and a fortune is of course an object to OAA^iFko 
takes a delight in expensive luxuries, and a pride in 
scattering money with a liberal hand. On the whole, 
if you can prove yourself legitimate, I think you will 
suit me ; and you may consider this a compliment, for 
I am very fastidious. Meantime, I wish you to under- 
stand that I came here to-night to declare my passion, 
and that my proposition of marriage is a consideration 
depending upon future contingencies. In other words, 
though I admit I love you, and yDu only — ^love you, 
in fact, as never woman was loved before — it would 
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not fulfil my own and mj father's expectations, were 
I to unite myself with a lady without fortune. You 
cannot say I am not frank in speaking as I do — too 
frank, perhaps, to win your esteem ; but then you 
must consider frankness one of my failings, and bear 
with me accordingly ; and besides, as you, if I may 
credit your own statement, despised me before, perhaps, 
after all, I shall lose nothing by the contession." 

" I am only surprised,'* said Villeta, with scorn, 
'' to find you have sufiScient frankness to confess your- 
self a villain ; but this only proves that you are one of 
those hardened wretches who glory in villainy, and 
have no compunctions of conscience. But proceed 
with your cowardly insults till your tongue wearies ! 
and then, I suppose, I shall be permitted to depart and 
meditate upon what I have heard.'* 

" When I shall have done with you, you will be permit- 
ted to depart !" returned Leon, smothering his anger — 
for he was one of those cool, calculating villains, who 
consider it beneath their dignity, as well as impolitic, 
to be betrayed into a display of temper. 

" And once I am free," said Villeta, with spirit, 
^^ you shall be made to suffer for this .outrage, if there 
be any law in the land which can reach you!" 

" Poh ! that for your law !" returned Leon, snapping 
bis fingers. " Law is for the poor — the rich are be- 
yond its reach. And besides, my dear angel, you are 
not going imiAediately, you know ; and therefore, till 
the time of your departure draws nigh, I should be 
foolish to borrow apprehension." 

" You certainly do not intend to keep me here a 
prisoner ?" cried Villeta, with an expression of alarm. 

^' Only a short time, my dear cousin ; only a few* 
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days, in fact ; only till such time as any little nervous 
excitement you may take on shall have died away." 

" A few days ! good heavens ! what do you mean V* 
cried Yilletay becoming more and more alarmed. For 
though, before seeing Leon, she had been apprehensive 
of something terrible — not knowing at whose instiga- 
tion she had been brought here, nor for what purpose 
— yet, after seeing him, her apprehension had merged 
into indignation ; and for the time dhe had overlooked 
her situation, and the fact that abe was indeed a pris- 
oner beyond the rei^oti^ oj^jriends. ^^ Surely,'' she 
added, ^' you do not seriously intend to imprison me 
here for days T* 

'' Why, that depends upon circumstances," answered 
Leon. " If you conduct yourself properly, and do 
not get nervous and take on airs, perhaps I may con- 
sent to your departure as early as to-morrow." 

" To-morrow !*' cried Villeta : ** no, no— to-night I 
to-night l-^now .'" 

Leon uttered a short, mocking laugh. 

" Why, you poor, innocent beauty ! do you really 
seriously suppose I will let you go now ?" 
.';"Whynot?" 
• " Can you not guess, sweet one ?" 

" Merciful God !" cried Villeta, catching the expres- 
sion of his eye, and beginning to comprehend his in- 
famous design ; " you do not intend to proceed to acts 
of violence ! No, no — you dare not — you know I have 
friends — and that, sooner or later, you will be called to 
an account for your villainous deeds !" 

"Hark you, pretty one!'* said Leon, rising and 
passing over to Villeta, who started up in alarm, and 
looked around in terror ; " I do not want to harm you 
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— ^but, on the contrary, to treat yoE very gently — to 
treat yon as a lady should be treated ; for, whether 
you believe me or not, I love you — ^love you fondly, 
devotedly — love you almost to madness — and I shall 
be proud, and happy, to kneel at your feet, your ac- 
knowledged slave : But do not, I pray you, threaten 
me with the vengeance of your friends — for threats 
only excite my baser passions, and can be productive 
of no good, since I am no coward, and do not fear 
mortal man. Do not say I dare not do so and so— 
because I dare do anything that suits my pleasure. 
Remember, I dared plan to have you brought hither — 
I dare detain you — and I may dare do something still 
worse, if you persist in your efforts to provoke and 
defy me !" 

'^ Would to God you dared become an honest, honor- 
able man, in spite of your evil passions and propen- 
sities !" exclaimed Yilleta. 

" You are facetious, sweet one." 

" Dare to do right — dare to return me to 9iy friends, 
and I will forgive what is past." 

"I doubt not you are merciful and magnanimous, as 
well as beautiful," rejoined Leon, with a sardonic 
smile ; " but, really, I do not at present feel inclined 
to thwart myself. If by setting you free, and restor- 
ing you to your friends, I could be sure of winning 
your love and esteem, and having access to you at all 
proper times, I think I should be tempted to do so ; 
but then, I have very recently discovered — to-night, 
in fact — that your friends are not mine, and I fear 
their doors might be closed against me. In a word, 
it suits me much better to keep you where you are at 
present, for here there will be no one to step between 
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118. Gome, let ns sit down together as friends, and talk 
of love, and dream of bliss." 

And as ho spoke, Leon dropped into a seat, and 
took hold of Villeta, to draw her down beside him ; 
bnt she sprang away from him, and ran to the opposite 
side of the room, her sweet, lovely features expressive 
of the wildest alarm. 

"Now I see yon are challenging me for a kiss!" 
he said, gaily, starting up and moving toward her. 

" Back !" she cried, in terror : *' do not approach 
me, do not touch me again, or I will shriek for 
help !" 

^And who will come if you do, my angel V returned 
Leon, stopping in front of her. 

" Oh, God help me !" cried the poor girl, look- 
ing fearfully around her, and wringing her hands in 
despair. 

^^ Come, come— do not be alarmed !" said Leon. '^ I 
will not harm you— I only want a sweet kiss from 
your tempting lips. Give me that, and we will be 
friends ; and that, I am sure, will cost you little trou- 
ble and no pain." 

" Back, monster !*' cried Villeta, " If you dare to 
touch me again, I will shriek for help !" 

" A challenge ! upon my honor, a challenge !" re- 
joined Leon, with spirit. "Now may I never be 
eaUed a gentleman again, if I do not have a kiss, 
whether you will or no!" 

And as he spoke, he seized Villeta, who again sprung 
away from him, with a wild, piercing shriek, leaving a 
portion of her dress in his hands. 

" Come," said Leon, coolly, " this grows interesting 
^^that was the first gun of the battle. Now, my dear 
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Yilleta, this shrieking is all very foolish, and irill put 
me to the trouble of closing up the room, and I was 
in hopes you would be sensible enough to render such 
a proceeding unnecessary. Do you observe that in- 
side shutter ? I must close that. And do you also 
observe that sliding partition ? I must close that too. 
And all this trouble for a single kiss. But I will have 
it, you may rest assured of that : ay, and as you are 
obstinate, I will have two. Ha !'* he said, going to 
the window, which was raised for ventilation, though 
guarded by Venetian blinds, which were fastened by a 
padlock : '^ I have been imprudent to overlook this !" 
and with his hand he drew down the window. " Now 
will you be so obstinate as to compel me to bolt you 
in here like a maniac ? You must perceive it is only 
a matter of time, causing trouble and delay, but alter- 
ing nothing in the end — for kiss you I will, if I die 
for it ! Come now, fair cousin, be reasonable and ra- 
tional !" 

"Oh, God help me!" exclaimed Villeta, looking 
wildly around, and trembling like an aspen. " Oh, 
God help me !*' she repeated, sinking down upon a 
sofa, and burying her face in her hands. 

" What ! in tears, my darling !'' said Leon, leaving 
the window and advancing to her side. " Nay, dear- 
est, you must not weep !" he added, seating himself 
upon the same sofa, and gently taking hold of her 
arm. 

As she made no resistance, he became emboldened, 
and attempted to pass his arm around her neck ; but 
the moment his hand touched her golden locks, she 
again started up, uttered another wild, piercing shriek, 
and again sprung away from him, to the opposite side 
of the room. 
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"By heavens!" cried Leon, starting up to follow 
her ; " I will dally no longer. Now, proud, obstinate 
beauty, will I give you a taste of my invincible will !" 

He had started toward her, the light of fierce pas- 
sion gleaming from his dark eyes, when suddenly his 
steps were arrested by a noise at the window. The 
next instant the shutter was wrenched open by a 
strong hand ; the window itself was dashed in with a 
loud, startling crash ; and a fine, manly figure came 
bounding through the aperture into the apartment, 
followed by another, and another, and still another. 



CHAPTER 2CXXIL 



TRAGIC SCENES. 



** Oh, Julian !*' cried Villeta, as in the foremost fig- 
ure she recognised the well-known form of him she 
loved: "Oh, Julian! oh, Julian!" and, half frantic 
with joy, she threw herself into his arms, hid her face 
upon his manly breast, and burst into tears. 

"Dear, dear Villeta!" cried Julian, clasping her 
fondly to his heart, and trembling in every nerve with 
a thousand strange, wild emotions. " Oh, my dearest 
Villeta, thank God I have you once again !" 

" Oh, Julian, God heard my prayer !" faintly mur- 
mured the sweet girl, as she still tremblingly clung to 
that manly form, which was destined to uphold and 
guard her evermore on her journey through life. 

The three who had followed Julian through the 
window, were Herbert, Mark, and the boy Paul ; and 
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ere Leon had fairlj recovered from his stupefied 
amazementy the lawyer stood before him, almost foam- 
ing with anger. 

^^ This is your work, is it V he exclaimed ; and as he 
spoke, he raised one of those huge fists which Leon 
had that very evening made sport of, struck the young 
villain a blow in the face, and knocked him down. 
'* There," he added, "as I am a man of few words, I 
will let you gather my opinion of you from that." 

" Oh, you scoundrel !" said Mark, as Leon slowly 
gathered himself upon his feet, his lip cut and bleed- 
ing — " you have not only disgraced yourself, but all 
who ever had the misfortune to associate with you. 
Take that from me, as a public insult, and resent it 
when, and where, and how you dare!" and with the 
flat of his hand, as he spoke, he struck Leon on the 
cheek. 

Both Herbert and Mark instantly put themselves on 
their guard, expecting Dupree to make some retalia- 
ting demonstration ; but instead, to their great sur- 
prise, he turned aside, and sat down, and very coolly 
commenced wiping the blood from his lip with his 
handkerchief. 

" Are you a coward as well as a villain ?" inquired 
Mark, tauntingly. 

Leon looked up, and Mark shrunk back, for he saw 
an expression in his eye which made him quail. The 
features of Leon were deadly pale, and his lips were 
quivering — which might have been from excitement, 
fear, or rage, or all combined ; but that eye — that 
black, piercing, fiery eye, as it shot forth its gleams 
of fiendish malice— was terrible. Without deigning 
a reply to the insults of Mark, Leon turned his gaze 
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from him, much to his rdief, and Bw^pt the room with 
s quick, eager glanoe, as if to note the position of 
everything in it — ^the glance seeming to rest upon no 
object except the face of Paul, who was standing near 
the window with folded arms, and only on him for a 
single instant. 

Then Leon slowly rose, and merely saying, " You 
take me at advantage, gentlemen," walked over to the 
light, which stood upon a kind of dressing bureau. 

'* Seize him !" cried Julian, who had just placed the 
sobbing and half-fainting Villeta upon a seat. " Seize 
the villain ! He must not, shall not, escape T' 

He had just made a step toward Leon, and Herbert 
and Mark had done the same, when Dupree suddenly 
dashed out the light, involving the whole party in 
darkness. 

" Now, then, it is my turn !" almost shouted the des- 
perate villain. 

And scarcely were the words spoken, when the voice 
of Mark exclaimed, in thrilling tones of anguish : 

*' Oh, God help me ! I am stabbed !" 

'* And I am cut !" cried Herbert ; " the villain has 
cut me on the arm !" 

Villeta, at the same moment, uttered a piercing 
shriek, and cried : 

"He is here ! he is here ! Oh, God help us !*' 

" Death to the villain !" shouted Julian ; and as he 
made a spring in the darkness, toward what he sup- 
posed to be Leon, he stumbled against a chair, and fell 
heavily over it. 

It was a scene of horror — there, in that dark cham- 
ber, with the assassin busy in the midst of the terri- 
fied party — and sbneks, groans, and exclamations of 
alarm rung out upon the still night. 
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Suddenly a dark figure, with the laugh of a fiend, 
sprung through the window, upon the roof of the ve- 
randa, and turned to fly toward the right hand waU, 
and thus descend to the street — and quick as lightning 
the boy bounded after him. 

'' Stop, man of crime and blood !" he cried. 

And at the words, a pistol gave out its sharp, clear 
ring ; and Leon, uttering a groan, reeled, staggered, 
and fell into the garden, the boy boldly leaping after 
him. 

It is not in the power of language to do justice to 
the scene of horror and alarm, excitement and con- 
fusion, which prevailed in that dark chamber. 

" Oh, Julian— dear Julian— are you killed ?" 
screamed Villeta. 

*' No, no, dearest, I am not hurt ; but you, darling 
—you, Villeta?'' 

" I am safe and unharmed." 

" Thank God for that !" 

"Oh, God! forgive me— I am dying!" groaned 
Mark. 

'' I am cut in the arm, and the wound is bleeding 
freely, but I think it is not dangerous," said Herbert. 

" A light — we must have a light !" cried Julian. " If 
I can only find the door I Ah ! here it is — ^but locked 
— and I cannot open it." He pounded on the door ; 
but getting no response, he added : " Remain quiet, 
dear Villeta, till I go and call the watchmen." 

" Oh, no, Julian, do not go ! Dupree may be lying 
in wait to kill you." 

" I think he is shot — for the boy followed him, and 
I heard a pistol, and then something like a fall." 

" Perhaps it was he who shot the boy !" said Villeta. 
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** Oh, merciful God, forgive me !" faintly groaned 
Mark. 

Julian ran to the window and called Paul. 

"I am here," answered the boy from below, 

" Are you safe V* 

« Yes." 

" Did Dupree escape ?" 

" No ! he is here, at my feet." 

« Dead ?" 

" No ! he breathes." 

Julian sprung out upon the roof of the veranda, and 
shouted for the watch. 

"Here!" cried a voice from below: "what's the 
matter ?" 

"Murder!" answered Julian; "murder! Break 
open the door below, and arrest every one you find 
trying to escape !" 

The watchman sprung his rattle, and in a moment 
it was answered from a distance ; and then there came 
sounds of men running from different quarters toward 
the scene of alarm. 

Julian hurried along the roof of the veranda to the 
right hand wall, and descended to the ground by a 
rope-ladder which he and his party had attached to 
the wall only a few minutes before, and by which they 
had gained access to the roof and thence to the apart- 
ment where Villeta was confined. 

To explain the whole matter in the fewest possible 
words, it is only necessary to state that Paul, after 
seeing Leon enter the dwelling, as mentioned in a 
previous chapter, had, by running around the enclo- 
sure, discovered that the veranda could be reached by 
scaling the wall, and thought this the quickest way to 
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gain an entrance into the building. This information 
he then conveyed^ with all the speed he could use, to 
the excited party at the De Yere Mansion, reaching 
the house of Grace, panting and breathless, in some- 
thing like half an hour from his departure from the 
house of Madame Ghevenceau. Here he found those 
he sought, awaiting his return in great anxiety, and 
to them he hurriedly communicated all he had discov- 
ered. Grace chanced to have a rope-ladder in the 
garden ; and ordering out her carriage with all haste, 
the whole party hurried into it — herself and Mrs. Les- 
lie, who had come to inquire concerning Yilleta, mak- 
ing two of the number. Taking his seat with the 
driver, Paul acted as guide, and the whole party was 
rapidly driven to within a short distance of the scene. 
Here the carriage was stopped, and Grace and Mrs. 
Leslie were left inside, while the others hurried for- 
ward to the rescue of the lovely orphan. On reach- 
ing the foot of the wall, they all heard Yilleta scream, 
and Julian became nearly frantic with excitement — 
though he prudently refrained, as did all the others, 
from speaking above a whisper. Mounting the should- 
ers of Herbert, Julian was thus enabled to attach the 
ladder to the wall, and then one after the other hur- 
ried up to the roof of the veranda. A light shining 
through the slats of the Yenetian shutters, guided 
them to the proper window, which they reached just 
as Yilleta uttered her second piercing shriek for help. 
The rest the reader knows. 

On descending to the ground, as we have stated, 
Julian hurriedly related to the watchman what had 
taken place ; and then, while the latter communicated 
the startling news to some of his brother officers, who 



TRAGIC SCENES. 886 

came running up in answer to his signal, the former 
hurried back to the carriage, to repeat his tale to 
Grace and Mrs. Leslie. 

Both ladies uttered exclamations of joy, on learning 
that the party had been in time to save Yilleta ; but 
were thrilled with horror, at the recital of the tragic 
scene which had taken place in the darkness. 

" Are you sure Villeta is safe ?" anxiously inquired 
Mrs. Leslie. 

"I think she is— God forbid it should be otherwise — 
but I must back, with all speed, and see !" 

"And Herbert is wounded!" cried Grace — "per- 
haps dangerously ! We will go with you — we will go 
with you !" 

And springing from the carriage, Grace and Mrs. 
Leslie took each an arm of the excited Julian, and all 
hurried to the dwelling of Madame Chevenceau. 
They found several persons, mostly watchmen, col- 
lected before the front door, upon which two or three 
were thundering for admittance. The next moment a 
female voice, from an upper window, said : 

" In Heaven's name, what is the matter ?" 

" We're watchmen and policemen, and want to get 
in and see what's the matter," answered one. " Open 
your door, in the name of the law, or we'll burst it in. 
You can't escape — ^your place is surrounded." 

" Wait a moment, and I will open to you," said the 
voice ; and soon after the door was unbolted, and the 
whole party rushed in, pell-mell. 

" Arrest that woman," cried Julian, in a command- 
ing tone, " and then follow me !" 

And while two of the party laid hold of the terrified 

Madame Chevenceau, and informed her that she wai 
25 
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a prisoner, Julian took a lamp from her hand, pushed 
himself forward, with the ladies, past the night 
officers, and led the way up the stairs to the room of 
the tragedy. 

" Are you there, Villeta ?" he called. 

" Oh, yes, yes— quick ! quick ! burst in the door !" 

Two strong men instantly threw themselves against 
the door, which gave way with a loud crash, and the 
whole party hurried into the bloody chamber. 

With a scream of joy, Villeta flew to the embrace 
of her friends, and then all turned to look upon the 
fiendish work of Leon Dupree. 

Herbert was sitting upon a sofa, trying to stanch 
the blood which was still flowing freely from a deep 
cut on his arm ; and Mark Wellsford was lying in the 
middle of the room, covered with gore, a horrible 
spectacle. He was lying very still, on his left side, 
with his right arm thrown over his face, so as to con- 
ceal it. One of the men raised his arm, turned him 
over, and exposed his features, which were pale, 
bloody, and horribly contorted, the expression being 
one of pain and terror combined. Hurriedly he felt 
his pulse, and put his hand upon his heart, near which 
was a deep gash; and then he said, with thrilling 
solemnity : 

" Poor fellow ! he is dead.^^ 

All shuddered, and drew back with awe. 

" We must not touch him, but summon the coroner," 
said one. 

" It is an awful fate—God rest his soul !" said 
Grace. " But we must not neglect the living !" she 
added, as she flew to the side of Herbert, and endeav- 
ored to dress his wound — a proceeding in which she 
was assisted by others. 
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" For a few moments, a scene of intense excitement 
and confusion prevailed; and then Julian, elevating 
his voice above all the others, said: 

"Follow me, and let us seek the author of this 
damning deed, who has himself met with a fearful re- 
tribution !" 

He led the way down stairs, and out into the garden ; 
and one after another followed him — Herbert, with his 
now bandaged arm, bringing up the rear with Grace, 
Yilleta, and Mrs. Leslie. 

They found Leon Dupree lying upon the ground 
where he had fallen, groaning with pain ; and the boy 
Paul standing quietly beside him, with folded arms. 
Paul's features were very pale, and there was a 
strange, wild light in his eyes, as he surveyed the 
assembled party — but he manifested no emotion. 

" This person," said Julian, in explanation, " is Leon 
Dupree, who killed Mark Wellsford, and wounded my 
friend here, Herbert Raymond. In attempting to 
make his escape, after his bloody work, he was followed 
by this boy and shot." 

"Yes, ladies and gentlemen," said Paul, quietly, 
but with compressed lips, " I call you all to bear wit- 
ness, that this work is mine !" 

" Oh, Paul, it is terrible !" said Grace, in a kindly 
tone, as she moved forward to his side. "I am 
sorry you did not let him go, and let the law reach 
him." 

" Law /" exclaimed Paul, somewhat fiercely : " there 
are crimes which the law does not reach." 

"But his was not one," answered Grace. 

" But I know of one," rejoined Paul. 

" You're too young to boast of killing," said one of 
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the officers, reprovingly. " But," he added, " it's not 
for me to say who's right or wrong in this matter— 
our duty is to arrest all parties." 

" You will not keep mo a prisoner long," returned 
Paul. 

At this moment, while some of the party were 
about taking up Leon, to bear him into the house, 
Madame Ghevenceau made her appearance upon the 
scene, accompanied by an officer who had her in 
charge ; and the moment Paul saw her, he started 
back, and was seized with a nervous trembling, to the 
great surprise of those who chanced to be observing 
him. 

" Do you know this boy ?" said one, turning to the 
French woman for an explanation. 

" I never saw him before," she replied, looking curi- 
ously at Paul. 

" Liar !" shouted Paul ; " and may that lie be your 
last !" and quick as lightning, before any one could 
interfere, or even thought of interfering, for no one 
suspected his design, he drew a pistol, sprung forward, 
and shot Madame Ghevenceau through the heart. 

And as the guilty woman fell, the boy uttered a 
laugh — a wild, maniacal laugh — a laugh that fairly 
curdled the blood of the horrified spectators. 

Instantly Paul was seized, and the pistol taken from 
him. But no other weapon was found upon him — the 
pistol with which he had shot Leon having been thrown 
away as soon as discharged. 

" Great God ! what terrible scenes !*' exclaimed 
Grace. " But do not handle the boy roughly — he is 
mad." 

" No,*' said Paul, '' I am not mad. I did not know 
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that woman was here till now ; but while I stood here 
by the side of Leon Dupree, waiting for him to return 
to life, that I might say a parting word to him, I was 
wishing I could meet that woman, to settle my account 
with her before leaving the world — and, lo ! she came 
and stood before me." 

"But, Paul, she said she did not know you." 

"No," returned Paul," let me correct you, to prove 
I have my senses. She said she had never seen me 
•before. If you ask Leon Dupree if he ever saw me 
before the night when Lionel Linden died, he will tell 
you no. If you ask Mrs. Leslie here, if she ever saw 
me before that eventful night, she will tell you no. 
And yet neither will tell you the truth, though they 
may think it is the truth." 

"Me!" exclaimed Mrs. Leslie, in astonishment : 
" I do not know you at all." 

"Did I not say she would deny me?" returned 
Paul. " Peter denied his Master — why should she 
remember me ?" 

At this moment Leon called for water. 

" There — he is coming to — let me question him— 
my time is short !" said Paul, pushing forward toward 
Leon. 

" Stop, boy !" sjiid one of the men, taking hold of 
him : " you have done enough." 

" I can do no harm now," said Paul. " Quick ! let 
me go, and you will hear something to surprise you." 

The man releasedPaul, who instantly sprung to Leon, 
and dropped down by his side — the whole party crowd- 
ing around, under the most intense excitement. 

" Leon," inquired Paul, " do you want water ?" 

"Yes, yes," replied Leon, faintly. 
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" Bring him water," said Paul. And then he added : 
" Do you know who is speaking to you, Leon ?" 

Leon opened his eyes and looked steadily at the boy. 

" Let the light shine on my face,*' said Paul to an 
officer who was holding a lantern. ** There — ^so ! 
Now, Leon, do you know me ?" 

" Yes, you are Paul Mortvie.'* 

"Are you sure ?" 

" Yes," answered Leon, groaning with pain. " Wa- 
ter ! water !" 

" It is coming," said Paul. " Do you know what 
has happened, Leon ?" 

" Yes— I am shot." 

" Do you know who shot you ?" 

" I suppose it was one of my enemies. Oh, send 
for a surgeon ! oh, give me water !" 

"All in good time, Leon. Ah ! here is the water. 
There — drink. Now do you feel better ?" 

" A little." 

" Now look at me — look at me steadily !" said the 
boy. " It was me that shot you." 

" You !" returned Leon, in surprise. " Yes— I re- 
member now. Ah ! Paul, I thought you were my 
friend." 

" I was once. But listen ! You killed Wellsford — 
do you know it ?" 

" Good God ! is he dead ?" exclaimed Dupree, with 
a shudder. 

" Yes, I overheard these persons saying he is dead." 

" I meant not to kill him, but he insulted and struck 
me. And is Raymond dead too ?" 

" No— there he stands. And ther^ are Mr. St. 
Cloud, Miss De Yere, Miss Linden, and Mrs. Leslie 
— ^you know them all." 
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^^ But what do they here about me V* said Leon, 
"with a touch of anger. ''Gentlemen,*' addressing 
the strangers around him, ''if you are officers, and 
wish to secure me, take me out of their sight, or take 
them out of mine.*' 

" They came for Miss Linden, and must needs see 
all the sights,*' said Paul. " And Madame Gheven- 
ceau is somewhere near— or her body is — but I think 
she is dead." 

" Dead !" exclaimed Leon. 

"Yes, I shot her.*' 

" You shot her ! for what ?" 

" I will tell you in a moment," said Paul, taking a 
small vial from his pocket, and so concealing it in his 
hand as to be enabled to drink off the contents without 
letting any one suspect what he was doing. " There ! 
now I am ready for the denouement. I shot her, be- 
cause, leagued with you, she plotted and accomplished 
my ruin — ruined my peace of mind for this world — 
damned my soul for the next." 

" Good heavens^ Paul, what do you mean ? are you 
mad ?*' 

" No, I am not mad — nor am I Paul. You know 
me by another name." 

" Ha !** said Leon, with a wild start, and with an 
expression of terrified amazement. '^ Great God ! is 
it possible ? Yes, yes — it must be so — I see it now ! 
I have often looked at your face, and wondered where 
I had seen one like it, and now the truth flashes upon 
me. You put on false hair, stained your fair skin, 
disguised your voice, and changed your sex by dress ; 
and the time when, place where, and circumstances 
under which, I first met you, in your new characteft 
all combined to deceive me. You are " 
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" One who loved you wildly, madly," interrupted 
the other, passionately : " one who thought you the 
light of the world, for without you all was darkness ; 
one who thought you the life of the world, for without 
you all was death ; but one whom you loved only to 
ruin — ruined only to despise— despised only to cast off 
as a worn out garment ! Yes, I am she who was the 
once proud and happy, but now crushed and misera- 
ble, Marie Souloni !** 

*^ Marie Souloni !" exclaimed Mrs. Leslie, all amaze- 
ment. 

" A woman !*' cried several. 

" The victim of a villain !*' said Grace. 

^' Oh ! Marie," said Leon, heeding nothing that 
was said around him, " forgive me ! forgive me ! as I 
forgive you for what you have this night done." 

"Our accounts are squared," said Marie, bowing 
her head upon her hands. 

" If I live, I will do you justice, dear Marie — I will, 
so help me God !" 

" Our accounts are squared," repeated Marie. " I 
suspected you of a base design before you took' zne to 
the mountains, and I went prepared to return with you, 
or follow you westward. The same coach which bore 
you back to this city an inside passenger, bore me 
back an outside one — and since then I have been a 
spy upon all your acts. No thought of yours has 
been given to poor, unhappy Marie ; but, instead, you 
have been planning the ruin of a lovely orphan, and a 
marriage with one proud and wealthy, yet noble and 
good. And as you plotted, I counter-plotted; and 
through me, whom you thought a spy for you, has 
your scheming been made to end in disgrace, if not 
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death. I came to-night prepared to expose you, dis* 
grace you, and perhaps put an end to your life. Now 
can you forgive me ?" 

" Yes, I do," said Dupree ; " for you loved me once, 
and I did you wrong ; but say you forgive me, Marie, 
and I will atone for the past." 

" I forgive you, because our accounts are squared," 
replied Marie. ^' Tou injured me, and I have taken 
my revenge. I forgive you, because you have forgiven 
me, and because misery will be the portion of both of 
us forever. Talk not of atonement for the past. I 
shall die soon, and you will soon follow ; and if we 
meet in the other world, it will not be in Heaven. 
There is my hand for the last time. Farewell !" 

" Are you going to leave me, Marie ?" 

" Yes, I am going before you. A few minutes more, 
and my earthly troubles will cease. Good-by, Mrs. 
Leslie ; good-by. Miss De Vere ; you were both kind 
to me, and I thank you for it now : good-by, Miss 
Linden ; good-by, all ; I am going !" and again Marie 
dropped her head upon her hands, still keeping her 
position by the side of Leon. 

Mrs. Leslie, Grace, and Villeta, all sprung forward, 
and bent down to her, asking kindly if she wera ill. 

" Oh, great God ! Marie, have you taken poison ?" 
cried Dupree, as a horrible suspicion flashed across 
his mind. 

" I have," said Marie, calmly, raising her head ; 
"and I feel it now in my veins : no power on earth can 
save me." 

" In the name of God and humanity !*' exclaimed 
Leon, wildly, rousing himself up and appealing to the 
excited spectators — '< let not this poor girl die ! Run, 
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some of you, if je be men with hearts, and bring a 
physician ! Quick ! quick ! in God's name ! I will 
give a thousand dollars to the man who, by getting a 
physician in time, saves her life !" 

Two or three of the party bounded away ere he had 
done speaking. 

'*The physician will come too late," said Marie, 
quietly: **you need not indulge in a false hope." 

" No ! no !" returned Leon : " he must not, shall not, 
come too late ! Oh, merciful God ! can nothing be 
done for her ? Can you, who stand around here, do 
nothing ?" 

" If we knew what to do, and had wherewith to do, 
the poor girl should not die from any fault of ours," 
said Grace, excitedly. " What have you taken, Ma- 
rie ?" she anxiously inquired. 

" Forgive me for not telling you, for I do not want 
to live !" replied Marie. 

" Oh, yes, Marie — live ! live ! live !*' cried Leon. 

The features of the poor girl now began to flush and 
pale alternately, in rapid succession, and her eyes to 
grow wild and fiery ; and there came shocks, so to 
speak, of spasmodic contraction of the muscles of the 
hands, face and body. 

" Great God ! she is dying !" groaned Leon ; " and 
no physician at hand !" 

They took up Marie, whose symptoms of the fatal 
action of the poison were every moment growing more 
violent and alarming, and bore her into the front par- 
lor ; whither another party also carried Leon, who was 
almost frantic with excitement ; and they took up the 
body of Madame Ghevenceau, who had fallen dead, 
with scarcely a groan, and bore it into the house 
also. 
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In a few minutes a physician came, in breathless 
haste, and immediately set to work, with his emetics 
and antidotes, to save the unhappy Marie, who by this 
time was unconscious and delirious. 

We need not dwell upon the scene. The doctor la- 
bored under much disadvantage, from not knowing 
the nature of the poison he had to counteract ; but af- 
ter two hours of incessant toil, during which he never 
left her for a single moment, he gave it as his opinion 
that, with care and careful nursing, she would recover, 
bat considered her in a very precarious condition. 

Meantime, a surgeon had arrived to dress the 
wound of Leon ; but not till the physician announced 
his hope of being able to save the life of Marie, 
would he permit the man of science to begin his 
work. The wound of Leon was in the right groin ; 
from which, after the labor of an hour, the surgeon 
succeeded in extracting the ball. It was not this 
wound, but his fall, which had deprived him of con- 
sciousness up to the moment when he called for water 
in the presence of the assembled party; and after 
dressing it, the surgeon stated, in reply to an inquiry, 
that though he considered the wound severe, painful, 
and even dangerous, it was not necessarily mortal: 
much, however, he added, would depend upon the ex- 
tent of the inflammation which must ensue, and the 
state of the patient's mind till the crisis should be 
past. 

A consultation was now held among the night 
officers, as to what should be done with the different 
parties, all of whom had so far been guarded as 
prisoners ; and it was finally decided that the ladies — 
Grace, Yilleta, and Mrs. Leslie — should be permitted 
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to go home; but that Julian and Herbert should be 
detained for an early hearing before a magistrate — 
i^hen, as there was no charge against them, they would 
probably only be required to give bail to appear as 
witnesses. 

During the interval, Mrs. Leslie communicated to 
Villeta all that had taken place in her absence, and 
also the facts concerning Marie ; and more than a 
dozen times, with tears in her ^es, she begged her 
forgiveness for having concealed from her the fact that 
Warren was Dupree — ^giving, as a reason, that she 
had supposed, from what had passed between Leon 
and herself, that she would henceforth be rid of him, 
and thus be spared a humiliating confession. And 
more than a dozen times did Yilleta kiss her, and tell 
her she was forgjiven, and that she had been forgiven 
even before this confession, because she had never 
doubted that Mrs. Leslie had acted for the best. 

» 

When it was finally announced to the ladies that 
they would be permitted to return home, Mrs. Leslie 
declared that she would remain with poor Marie ; 
and so Grace and Villeta bade her and their other 
friends good-night, and departed from the scene of the 
tragedy. 

By request of one of the officers, Grace drove first 
to the residence of. Mrs. Wellsford, rousing the ser- 
vants at a late hour, and communicating the horrible 
intelligence concerning Mark. The poor mother, on 
hearing of the death of her idolized son, became 
nearly frantic with grief ; and at once ordering out 
her carriage, she set off to visit the house of death, 
and look upon the bloody remains of him who wim, 
gguratively speaking, her life and hope. 
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Grace still had another trying and painful task to 
perform ; and from Mrs. Wellsford's she drove to the 
residence of Basil Dupree. Here, much to her sur- 
prise, she found the household astir, and great excite- 
ment and confusion prevailing. On inquiring as to 
the cause, she was shocked and horrified — she who 
had that night witnessed so much of tM horrible — to 
learn that news had just been received, that the hus- 
band and father had committed suicide, and that the 
wife and mother was already in a state of raving 
delirium. Grace could learn no particulars of the 
terrible occurrence ; but she had her own terrible news 
to communicate; and to the family physician, who 
had just been summoned to attend upon the frantic 
wife, she hurriedly narrated her thrilling tale. 

" My God !" exclaimed the doctor ; " what an 
accumulation of horrible events ! The husband and 
father dead — the wife and mother insane — and the son 
badly wounded, and accused of a hemous crime. And 
all crowded int9 a single point of time ! It is shock- 
ing — awful — terrible !" 

From this house of woe, Grace drove home, taking 
Villeta with her. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 



CONCLUSION. 



On suddenly finding himself arrested and in the 
power of the officers of justice, so soon after the com- 
mission of his last great crime, as mentioned at the 
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close of a previous chapter, Basil Dupree, who had 
been so cool and collected in doing his wicked deed, 
became terribly alarmed and excited, and proposed to 
give his captors a large amount of money to let him 
go. But they, unlike some of their successors who 
might be named, were honest men, and proof against 
such temptati^ ; and they at once conducted him to 
the watch-house, where it was their intention to detain 
him over night, and early in the morning to take him 
before a magistrate. They had scarcely placed him 
in his cell, when, bethinking him of the paper which 
ho had previously taken from the Jew, and still carried 
with him, he .made an attempt to destroy it ; which, 
perceiving, and thinking it might be a document of 
consequence, the ofii.cers wrenched from him — though 
not without a severe struggle, during which the man 
of crime and blood was knocked down with a mace, 
and then left half senseless on the floor of his prison. 

This paper, being written in German, the oflicers 
could not read ; but prompted by a laudable curiosity 
to know its contents, they at once sought a trans- 
lator, and were astounded and horrified at its bloody 
details. It related principally to the murder of El- 
dridge Linden, some five years before, and gave a 
succinct account of the whole transaction — the writer, 
Isaac Jacobs, freely acknowledging the part he had 
taken in that mysterious and bloody affair. 

This paper,. as the reader knows, had been written 
by the old Jew, with the revengeful design of crimina- 
ting and destroying Dupree after his own death — ^it 
being his intention, of course, to keep it concealed till 
after that event — but the reader also knows by what 
means it was brought to light, and he will shortly see 



CONCLUSION. 899 

bow its wicked purpose was made to recoil upon its 
wicked and guilty author. 

We will not transcribe the confession — it being suffi- 
cient for our purpose to give in brief the facts which 
bear upon our story. 

Some time previous to the murder of Yilleta's father, 
Basil Dupree (who then passed for a poor, but honest 
and respectable man, and held the situation of teller 

in Bank) one night broke open and robbed a 

jewelry store of a large amount, whi<;^ he subsequently 
disposed of to Isaac Jacobs for the sum of two thous- 
and dollars, being about one-fourth of the real value 
of the articles. This affair led to an acquaintance be- 
tween the parties, which both sought to profit by— the 
Jew in -carrying out his monomaniac idea of revenge, 
and Dupree in reaping a golden harvest for his crim- 
inal proceedings. Knowing the immediate ancestors 
of Eldridge Linden and Lucy Dupree to be direct de- 
scendants of his detested sister Hagar, old Jacobs 
thought it a master stroke of revengeful cunning to 
get Dupree to murder Linden, and thus put one out of 
the way by the husband of another ; and possibly, by 
this very crime, he (Jacobs) would get the power to 
crush the family of Dupree, sooner or later, and at the 
same time he would increase his chances of cutting off 
all the Lindens. 

Gradually the Jew unfolded his horrid scheme of 
murder to Dupree, keeping his own design concealed ; 
and the latter, caring nothing for the motive of the 
pawnbroker — but seeing a chance, if successful, of re- 
alizing a splendid fortune, and escaping detection and 
even suspicion — consented to attempt the execution of 
his confederate's plan. 
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The plan was simply for Dapree to murder Linden, 
the cashier, rob the bank the same night, and let sus- 
picion fall upon the missing officer ; thus he would get 
paid for his bloody work ; while the Jew would haye 
the treble satisfaction of getting one more of his hated 
relatives out of the way — of seeing the family of the 
murdered man crushed and blasted by sorrow and dis- 
grace — and of having the family of the murderer more 
directly in his power. To assist Dupree in the mur- 
der, the Jew employed Jack Guthrie, a well known 
thief and cut-throat, who agreed, for a certain sum, to 
perform his bloody part, and then leave the country 
forever. 

Prepared, with false keys, to rob the bank the night 
of the murder, Dupree set to work, with Guthrie, to 
watch and entrap his victim — the plan being for the 
parties to act as boatmen for taking passengers across 
the Delaware after the hour at which the regular ferry 
boats ceased running — it being known that Linden, 
who then resided 'in Camden, New Jersey, very fre- 
quently crossed the river at a late hour. 

However, it was not till after several attempts, on 
as many different nights, that they succeeded in find- 
ing their victim alone on the wharf, and getting him 
to enter their boat without suspicion ; and then, the 
night being dark and rainy, they had little difficulty 
in carrying out the rest of their design. On getting 
a safe distance from the shore. Jack, at a given signal, 
suddenly thrust a plaster over the mouth of Linden ; 
and then, assisted by Dupree, held him under water 
till drowned ; after which, that the body might not bo 
recovered, they took it to a well known island, in the 
middle of the river, and buried it. This done, they 
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rowed far down the stream, sunk their boat, and en- 
tered the city from the south on foot. 

That same night Jack got his pay of the Jew for his 
bloody work, and left for parts unknown ; and Dupree, 
alone, entered and robbed the bank of over four hun- 
dred thousand dollars in specie — depositing the same, 
for the time being, in the cellar of an old, untenanted 
building, which happened to be standing in the vicin- 
ity, and thence removing the amount at sundry times 
on several successive nights. 

The fact of the bank having been robbed by some 
one who had opened the doors and vault by proper 
keys, and locked the same after removing the money, 
united with the fact of the mysterious disappearance 
of the cashier on the same night, all tended to fix sus- 
picion upon the murdered ofiicer ; and thus^ as Dupree 
had hoped and anticipated, he escaped detection ; nor 
was an enemy of his found bold enough, till long after, 
to connect his name, even in a secret whisper, with the 
startling transaction. 

Nor did Dupree make immediate use of his ill-got- 
ten wealth: he was too cunning for that. For six 
months he kept steadily at his post as teller, and then 
announced that he had received news of the death of 
a wealthy relative in France, who had left him his 
heir. Soon after this, he threw up his situation and 
sailed for France, and, by a well contrived plan, man- 
aged to get most of his specie over the Atlantic, where 
he subsequently purchased French drafts, ivnd returned 
with the same, after an absence of six months, and at 
once set up for a wealthy man. 

In justice to the wife and son of Dupree — who, du- 
ring his absence, remained in Philadelphia, living 
26 
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moderately — we must state that they knew nothing 
of his guilty deeds, but honestly believed his wealth 
to have b^en inherited in the manner stated. Each 
party, however, was ready to begin the spending of 
an amount which to them seemed infinite ; and what 
with the extravagance of all combined, and some un- 
fortunate speculations which he had entered into du- 
ring the last of the four subsequent years, Basil Du- 
pree, though still passing for a man of wealth, was, at 
the date of our story, involved some thousands of dol- 
lars beyond the amount of all he owned, and was thus 
ready for any scheme by which he might regain his 
vasted fortune. 

Having, by means of a translator, got at the sub- 
stance of the Jew's confession, the officers who arrest- 
ed Dupree, now considered him a too important 
personage to be carelessly confined ; and, to be cer- 
tain of his security, they again visited his cell; where, 
to their surprise and regret, they found, not the living 
man, but his dead body — he having hung himself to 
one of the bars of his cell. They at once cut him 
down, and strove to bring back life ; but tho spirit 
had taken its flight into the realms of eternity, to ren- 
der an account of its wicked deeds before a higher 
than mortal tribunal. 

To arrest Isaac Jacobs was the next important pro- 
ceeding of the officers, and they set oflF forthwith to 
pay him a visit. 

The Jew had not retired, but was looking over his 
different papers, and counting his money, and con- 
gratulating himself that Jack Guthrie would trouble 
him no more, when he was startled half out of hia 
senses, by several loud knocks on his door, accompa* 
nied by the stern demand : 
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" open, in the name of the law !" 

" Law !" muttered Isaac, in German, turning as 
pale as his eaDow and begrimed complexion would 
permit, and trembling in every limb; "ob! Father 
Abraham, what does this mean 7 what has thy poor, 
decrepit old servant got to do with law at his time 
of life ? Oh ! protect and save me this time — just this 
once — and, ho help me! I will make my will, and give 
all my property to the children of Israel : if I don't, 
oh. Holy Father, then never trust me again !" 

Again those fearful knocks, and that dread sum- 
mons : 

" Open, in the name of the law 1" 

" My God !" cried Isaac, starting up — " what will 
become of me ? what will become of me ? Oh, great 
prophet Moses ! oh, most holy Father Abraham ! do 
save me ! do save me ! Oh ! I am not fit to die — and 
they want to murder me. Oh ! save me — this time — 
and I will give every thing I have to the good oause 
— every thing — every thing — I swear it — oh ! yes, I 
swear it ! And remember, if they get in and put me 
out of the way, great Lord, all my property — my hard- 
earned property — all my money — will go to the hated 
Christiana— all ! all ! all !" 

" Open your door, Isaac Jacobs, or we shall be com- 
pelled to burst it in !" said a loud, stern voice, that 
thrilled through every nerve and fibre of the guilty 
Jew, and seemed to him a terrible summons to eternal 
judgment. 

"I will hide!" cried the guilty wretch, trembling 
like an aspen, while cold perspiration seemed to start 
from every pore : " I will hide ! I must hide, or I 
sball be murdered ! Oh, Lord Qod of Israel, direct 
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me where to conceal myself from mine enemies— Thy 
enemies, good Lord — the enemies of Israel !** 

There came a crash at the door — the officers were 
trying to force it open. 

Old Jacobs, in a perfect agony of terror, caught up 
the light to fly, he knew not whither ; but his old hand 
trembled like a reed shaken by the wind, all his joints 
seemed loosened, and he fancied that every bone in 
his body rattled. 

" Oh ! oh ! oh !" he groaned ; " what shall I do ? 
what shall I do ?" and, as he spoke, the light fell from 
his hand, and was dashed to pieces, involving him In 
the very blackness of darkness. 

Another fearful crash at the door, with a frightful 
sound, as if it were yielding to the force brought 
against it. 

The Jew, still groaning audibly, and praying for 
help from on High, staggered forward, and found his 
way into the entry, and thence to the cellar stairs, 
down which he was shuffling in haste, when suddenly 
he fancied he saw a strange light before him, which 
instantly stretched itself upward into a gigantic human 
form, and seemed to take on, though hideously distorted 
the features of the murdered Jack Guthrie. 

With a wild shriek of horror, the guilty old man 
turned to ascend the stairs ; but just at that instant 
the door above was burst in with a fearful crash ; and 
he heard harsh voices, that seemed to him to be pro- 
nouncing his doom ; and heavy, hollow steps, like men 
treading upon his coffin. The Jew stopped, and gasped 
with horror — his brain reeled — his heart grew cold, 
and he felt a strange shock pass through his system. 
The next moment, with an unearthly shriek — a shriek 
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which thrilled with terror those who heard it — the Jew 
fell heavily, and rolled down the old, ^orm-eaten, 
. mildewed stairs, and lay still upon the damp earth of 
the cellar. 

When, a few minutes after, the officers descended to 
him with a light, they found him motionless. They 
turned him over, looked upon his horribly contorted 
features, and shuddered as they laid him down. Age, 
excitement, fear, terror, horror and despair, had placed 
him beyond the reach of the hangman. 

He was dead ! 

4c 4e 4e ♦ 4e ♦ 4e 

It were useless for us to attempt to portray the wild 
commotion into which the usually quiet city of Phila- 
delphia was thrown on the day following that dark 
night of tragedy, as the thrilling news of one terrible 
event after another rapidly spread over it, like the 
tainted air of a pestilence, producing a morbid excite- 
ment and moral disease : we shall therefore not make 
the attempt, but leave this to the imagination of the 
reader, and, in as few words as possible, proceed to sum 
up the principal events. 

There was work for the Coroner and his juries, 
which lasted for several days ; there was news for the 
press, which lasted for several weeks ; and there was 
morbid food for depraved mental appetites, which 
lasted many for a life-time. 

The jury which sat on the body of Mark Wellsford, 
brought in a verdict, that he came to his death by 
wounds inflicted by a knife in the hands of Leon Du- 
pree. 

The jury which sat on the body of Madame Cheven- 
ceau, brought in a verdict, that she came to her death by 
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a wound inflicted by a ball from a pistol in the hands 
of Marie Sooloni. 

A warrant was issued against Leon Dupree ; but on 
account of his critical condition, the authorities per- 
mitted him to be conveyed to the hospital, where he 
had the best of medical attendance. For two or three 
days they managed to keep him ignorant of the ter- 
rible facts connected with his family ; but the news 
finally reached him, through the imprudence of a 
visitor ; and he learned, with a thrill of horror, that 
his father had died by his own hand, and left a name 
covered with infamy, and that his mother was a hope- 
less maniac. From the moment Leon heard this, the 
surgeon despaired of saving him; but he lingered 
several days longer, and then died in great mental 
and bodily agony. And we may add, in this connec- 
tion, that the poor maniac wife and mother soon fol- 
lowed her husband and son into the spirit world, and 
the snows of the succeeding winter spread a white 
mantle over the dark and silent graves of all. 

A warrant was issued against Marie Souloni — who, 
recovering from the effects of the poison, was conveyed 
to prison — and on the very day that Leon died, the 
grand jury found a true bill against her for the mur- 
der of Madame Chevenceau. 

By the sudden death of the pawnbroker, Villeta 
Linden recovered the marriage certificate of her 
parents, which was found among his papers, and which 
proved of vast importance to her, in settling her claim 
to the Ackland property and clearing her own name 
of all dishonor, as her father's had been cleared by 
the startling revelations which followed the deaths of 
his murderers. And as the old Jew died intestate, it 
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was discovered, by means of that singular document 
of which we transcribed a portion in one of the early 
chapters of our story, that Villeta was the only legal 
heir, after the death of Leon and his mother, to 
his property, and in due course of law she was put in 
possession of all he had gained through a long life of 
sin and crime. But she received it only to bestow it 
in a manner consonant with her own pure and upright 
character. She would rather, she said, endure, as she 
had done, the trials of honest poverty, than live in 
affluence upon money procured through guilt and 
blood ; and so, with what she lawfully inherited from 
the Jew, she secretly founded a well known charitable 
institution, and many have lived since to bless the 
hand that gave. 

In the meantime, there turned up some rather curi- 
ous developments with regard to the deceased Thomas 
Ackland and his estate. The next packet from 
Europe brought intelligence that a will liad been dis- 
covered, which might divert a large portion of his 
property into a new channel ; and as this will materi- 
ally affected the fortunes of two of our principal 
characters, besides Villeta, a brief explanation is 
necessary. 

It seems that Thomas Ackland — who, from all 
accounts, was a strange, eccentric being—in traveling 
through the southern portion of England, on business, 
incidentally became acquainted with an American 
lady, named Ellen Wade, who had just closed an 
engagement as governess in a distinguished English 
family, and was on her way to a neighboring sea- 
port, whence she expected to embark for the United 
States, where she had a mother and sister living in 
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rather indigent circumstances. Miss Wade was, at 
this period, about twenty-five years of age, of fine 
figure, handsome features, and pleasing manners ; but 
Mr. Ackland was small, ugly, and turned of forty. 
However, after a brief acquaintance, during which he 
informed her he was quite wealthy, he proposed to 
her, and she consented to become his wife, on condi- 
tion that she should be permitted to visit her dear 
mother and sister in America, of whom she spoke with 
great affection, and take with her sufiicient means to 
render them comfortable, as they were in some degree 
depending upon her labors for support. 

To be brief, the parties were privately married ; but 
instead of returning to his native place, Mr. Ackland 
went to Dover, and there for a time took up his resi- 
dence among strangers. He soon became jealous of 
his wife without cause ; and one quarrel followed an- 
other, till finally a separation was agreed upon ; and 
she, full of trouble and sorrow, was about to quit Eng- 
land for her native country, when she was suddenly ta- 
ken ill, and died in giving birth to her first child. 
Mr. Ackland, who had not left Dover, saw his wife 
decently interred ; but instead of taking the child 
home with him, and rearing it as his own, he had it 
secretly conveyed to a foundling hospital, with in- 
structions to have it named Margaret Golonnel. On 
returning to Manchester, Mr. Ackland made no men- 
tion of his marriage, and at his death he was supposed 
to be a bachelor. But in his will — made many years 
prior to his decease, and discovered in a secret drawer 
some months after his death — he gave a history of the 
whole affair, and stated that he had always intended 
reclaiming his child, who had long since mysteriously 
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disappeared ; and he bequeathed her, if living, one 
hundred thousand pounds; and also to the sister of 
his wife, Mary Wade — whom ho had promised to pro- 
vide for, but had not — to her, or her heirs, as a 
compensation for his neglect, the sum of fifty thou- 
sand pounds. 

jN^ow Margaret Colonnel, as the reader knows, was 
none other than Mrs. Leslie, who thus unexpectedly 
found herself an acknowledged legal child, and the 
heiress of a fortune. But who was Mary Wade ? 
None other than the mother of Julian St. Cloud, who 
thus unexpectedly received the clearing up of a fam- 
ily mystery, discovered a new relative in one whose 
acquaintance he had already formed, and found him- 
self heir to an amount which would render him inde- 
pendent for life. The residue of the Ackland proper- 
ty, was, by the same will, conveyed to the legal heirs 
of the testator's elder brother John — of whom, after 
the death of the Duprees, Villeta Linden remained 
tlie only living representative. And the portion which 
fell to her, was more than double the amount which 
had been given to her friends. 

But neither of the parties came into pos^ssion of 
their respective fortunes without experiencing in some 
degree the wearisomeness of the *' law's delay ;" and 
in the meantime Villeta made her home with Grace, 
who, from the night of her rescue, insisted upon her 
right to retain her henceforth as a member of her 
family. 

^^ I will take no denial, dear sister," she said, throw- 
ing her arms affectionately about the neck of Villeta, 
and kissing her fondly. " I love you, and must havo 
you with me. We are both orphans, and we will 
henceforth be sisters in act as well as in name." 



410 THE ARTIST*3 BRIDE. 

And Villeta, with tearful eyes, accepted the offer 
of the noble girl, and found in Grace a sister, and in 
her mansion a home. And as time assuaged her grief, 
and the excitement connected with the terrible events 
which we have recorded died away, the bloom of health 
and happiness returned to cheeks which had long been 
pale with sorrow, and the light of joy danced in those 
orbs of blue which had so often been filled with tears 
of wretchedness and woe. 

And never was the bloom on those lovely cheeks 
deeper, or the light in those blue eyes softer, or the 
joy in that loving heart purer, than when the manly 
form of the noble artist was by her side, and his clear, 
musical voice was sounding in her ear, speaking his 
love of nature and of art, of poetry and of music, and 
of all things bright, and pure, and holy, and beantifal. 
And almost daily they met in the sweet communion of 
harmonic love, and time flew by on golden wings. 
They walked and talked, and thought and dreamed ; 
and, happy in the present, they saw the angel Hope 
unroll the scroll of the future, and heard her whisper 
that their united destinies were traced in lines of 
light, and that henceforth the scenes of their earthly 
pilgrimage would be as bright and glorious as those 
of the past had been dark and gloomy. 

One glorious autumnal night, when the bright, silver 
moon rode high in the clear, blue heavens, and a soft 
breeze brought southern airs to kiss the leaves and 
sleeping flowers, Julian and Villeta took a stroll 
through the garden, leaving Herbert and Grace tSte-a- 
tSte in the splendid drawing-room. An hour later, and 
the lovers were seated in a beautiful vine-clad arbor, 
and the hand of the lovely maiden was resting tremu- 
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lonslj in the hand of her noble companion, ^hile her 
soft blue ejes were bent upon the ground, and her 
lovely features had the warm flush of Aurora when 
she springs up the eastern slope to herald to the de- 
lighted world the coming of him who is her life. 

Julian was speaking — speaking gently, tenderly, in 
a low, earnest, musical tone ; and his large dreamy 
eyes were fixed with a look of love upon the lovely 
being who was tremulously listening to words that fell 
upon her spirit as the dew falls upon the flower, to 
give it fresher life and brighter bloom. 

The voice ceased — there was a deep silence for a 
few moments — and then, in even a lower and more 
musical tone, Julian resumed : 

" And now, dear Villeta — dear to me beyond any- 
thing earthly — ^you have heard me through ; you have 
heard me acknowledge a love as undying as all that 
is born of Heaven ; and it only remains for you, by a 
single word, to make me the happiest of living beings. 
Say, sweet one, will you be mine — forever — here and 
hereafter ?" 

Villeta trembled violently, but did not speak ; and 
stealing his arm around her graceful form, Julian 
gently drew her closer to his side — closer to his heart 
— till at length her blushing features were hid upon 
his manly breast, and tears of happiness were flowing 
from her still averted eyes. 

" I am answered," murmured Julian : " you are 
mine, sweet angel^-evcr, ever, forever mine ;" and as 
he spoke, he bent down fondly, drew back her golden 
hair from her roseate cheeks, and sealed his joy upon 
her ruby lips with a kiss of undying love. 

At this moment the happy lovers were startled by 
the merry voice of Grace. 
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" Hollo, fond travelers through labyrinthine walks, 
and under shadj trees and vine-draped bowers, be- 
neath Luna's' silver light — what^o !" she cried, as she 
came hurrying up to the how confused lovers, half 
dragging the timid and abashed Herbert by the arm. 
^' What hears the melancholy mogn to-night, that 
might not have been spoken by the soft light of an 
astral lamp?" she continued, with a merry laugh. 
" Ah ! see, Herbert, see, into what terrible confusion 
we have thrown the shrinking pair ! Upon my soul, 
I do believe there has been declaration number two ! 
We were number one, you know ; and sentiment is 
catching as well as the cholera." 

" Grace ! Grace !** cried Herbert, in painful confu- 
sion. 

"Ah I you may well say grace^ after what else you 
have said," pursued the brilliant and witty heiress. 
^* Would you believe it, dear sister Villeta ! this man 
of law has actually had the assurance to propose to 
take this same mad-cap me for better or for worse I 
AVhat ! running away, both of you, at this happy an- 
nouncement !" she continued, with a ringing laugh, as 
Villeta disappeared in one direction and Herbert in 
another. " Come, Julian, wo are conquerors — the 
field is ours — so pray fall into line, and let us march 
back in triumph, to the tune of ' Hail Columbia.' " 



The following winter witnessed two brilliant weddings 
at the De Vere Mansion, and Herbert and Grace, and 
Julian and Villeta, were joined in the sacred bonds of 
marriage. Mr. Vincent was present with his family, 
and no one looked more proud and happy than he ; 
and Miss Picrson, notwithstanding the result had 
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proved her no prophetess, was among the first to wish 
her niece and her noble partner a long life of happi- 
ness. 

Notwithstanding his change of fortune, Herbert, 
through choice, pursued his profession, and gradually 
rose to the legal eminence of judge of one of the su- 
perior courts, which position he still holds, with Ihe 
confidence and esteem of all who know him. Grace 
adores him ; and, surrounded by a blooming family, is 
as gay and brilliant as ever, though somewhat less 
wild, and is as happy as heart can desire. 

Julian and his lovely wife sailed for England during 
the spring ensuing their marriage, and, after obtaining 
possession of their Ackland fortunes, made the tour 
of the Continent. Ilis love of art induced him to re- 
turn to his noble profession, and u few years since he 
was known in Florence as the great American Artist. 
At present he resides in Philadelphia, and is happy id 
the sweet compapionship of his still lovely wife and 
blooming daughter Grace. 

Mrs. Morley was not forgotten. This poor woman 
had performed many a kindly act for Villeta and her 
suffering brother, when friends were few ; and the 
lovely orphan was not one to forget a kindness. In 
a delicate manner, Villeta bestowed upon her a sum 
which placed her above the miseries of want ; and the 
remainder of her days were passed in comparative 
ease, blessing her lovely and noble benefactress. 

Marie was tried for the murder of Madame Cheven- 
ecau ; but she had the earnest sympathy of every feel- 
ing heart, and was acquitted on the plea of insanity. 
For a short time after her trial, she was confined in 
the Insane Asylum, and then set at liberty. During 
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all her troubles and trials, Grace and Villeta proved 
themselves her affectionate friends; but Mrs. Leslie 
stood by her as a mother by her child* After her re- 
lease from confinement, Mrs. Leslie insisted upon her 
making her home with her, and sharing her fortune ; 
and subsequently they removed to a neighboring city, 
Yfhere they still reside, with Catharine Frankstein for 
a housekeeper. They spend much of their time and 
means in going about among the poor and distressed, 
speaking kind words and giving alms ; and among this 
class of her fellow beings, Marie Souloni is known 
to-day as — The beautiful lady in block wTm mver 
unties. 



THB END. 
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ludes to thip circumstaticc by way of apology, in the preface to "Tem- 
per.^' We predict lor them a wide Fprcad popularity. They are ori- 
ginal in (>tyle. truly moral and rcligioaM in tou«.', and are calculated to 
accompli^h much good, a« the author aims ^me telling blows at the 
tendency of the present generation towards Infidelity^ and other mod- 
ern eviU. 
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Works by the Author of "Zaidee." 

ADAM GRAEME, OF MOSSGRAY. 

IJmo Cloth. Price |1 00. 

The characters are painted in bo!<l relief, and seem to live, move 
and Fpeuk before you. Not one is overdrawn, and yet each comes up 
to the popular siundard, in point of interest, individualization, and 
fpirit The tale is, indeed. ** sad. high and working ; full of Ftaie 
and woe ;" but it ii* pl« tusant enough for all that, and tb** s »ber. truth- 
. ful earnei-tness wiih which it is related, will at onc^* communicate it- 
self to the mind of tbe nio.st fastidious and hypercritical peruser of 
modern volumes. 

MAGDALEN HEPBURN ; 

•df Siory of ihe Scottish JRerormatlon. 

12mo. Cloth, Price $1 00. 

This charming novel, by the author of •*Zaidoc." will be welcomed 
by all Mv ho have had the pleasure of leading the former proiluction. 
The quaint originiUiiy, the healthy and cheerful religious tond. and 
charming simplicity and good st-nse of this volume, will render it a 
general and permanent favorite. A work which will be read as long 
as any volume of our time. We know of no fiction, in fact, that we 
would sooner recommend ; for. while it will fascinate all who merely 
read for amusement, it will delight as well as improve tboFc who seek 
for something even in a novel. It is faFcinating from l)oginning to 
ending, and no reader will lay it down, after perusal, without wishing 
the author bad extended its psges. 
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THE ARTIST'S BRIDE ; 

OR, THE PAWNBROKER'S HEI rT 

A Novel, by EMERsoy Benxet. 

12mo. Cloth, — 420 pages,— Price 1 00. 

• 

" We have perused this work with some attention, and do not hesitate 
to pronounce it one of the very best productions of the talented author. 
There is not a page that does not glow with thrilling and interesting 
incident, and will well repay the reader for the time occupied in pe- 
rusing it. The characters are most admirably drawn, and are perftct- 
ly natural throughout. We have derived so much gratification fruni 
the perusal of this charming novel, that we are anxious to make our 
readers share it with us : and, at the same time, to recommend it to 
be read by all persons who are fond of romantic adventurus. Mr. 
Bennett is a spirited and vigorous writer, and his works deserve to be 
generally read ; not only because they are well written, but that they 
are, in most part, taken from events connected with the history of our 
own country, from which much valuable information is derived, and 
should, therefore, have a double claim upon our preference, over those 
works where the incidents are gleaned from the romantic legends of 
old castles and foreign climes. — Louisville JutimaL 



DICK TAHLETOX; 

OR, 

THE LAST OF HIS RACE. 

Containing 112 very large octavo pages. Price 25ct8, and the book 
sent free of postage. This well writu-n work has been pronounced by 
good judges to be the best ol Mr. Smith's prodiictioa. This is saying 
a great deal, considering that gentlemen is thj author of** Minnie 
Grey,'' and ** Woman and her Master,''— woi ks which have become 
famous with novel readers. 



A ROMANCE. 
BY THE AUTHOR OF THE INITIALS. 

Large Octavo. — Price 5 Jo. 

• 

Every person who has read that charming novel, •• The Initials," 
should purchase a copy of ** Cyrilfa." It is one of the best novels that 
has been published in the past ten years. There is, probably no work 
of fiction now before the public that surpasses it for power, pathos, 
depth of plot, delineation of character and brilliancy of sentiment. It 
forcibly shows that " Many who have perished have erred and sinned 
for woman." 

Copies of the above books sent by mail free of postage. Send cash 
orders to GARRETT. DICK & FITZGERALD, 

No. 18 Ann St.. New York. 



A Book for Housekeepers. 

THK AMERICAN HOME COOK-BOOK. 

EXCELLENT RECIPES.- 

The whole bA^eJ on luuiiv yenri*' exiicricnci* of an AmencRn UouMwife. Illtutratcd 

with I'ograxinn". I'ricf 20 c»'iit<<. 

All the Recipo-; in this bonk Hn- written from octnjil l•5^p*•rilnent• in Cooking. 
T'bf'ro arn no oDnvin;^ from ibcnrc: i«*«l ciokiii^ rv*cip«^-. Tn^y are intecdfd for 
Aiiioncm f«iiiili«-h. aud may h" dcpcn'i"'-! upon a«> g<'o<i "i-.d iir.irtirable. The iiutbor- 
»••' Im t Ih ly wbt) un-icrmuidH b<>-.v co<jU.iuj{ ouglit to b«? <ioijf, aud hnn here given her 
exp»^ririic9. It iM u book ..f 12S pttv* »««d «• CUKaP at 26 centa. We expect to sell 
a Terv large number at tbui lovr i^i icu. 



Works for the Ladies. 



THE LADIES' GUIDE TO BEAUTY.' 

A COMPANION FOR THE TOILET. 

Paper. 26 cU. 

Cloth 314 ♦' 

Containing Pmct cal Admire on TmnroviDg thn Complexion, the Hair, the Haoda. 
the Form, thi Tt'fth. the Kyts, the Keet, th** Featuren, ao aa to iuaure the Ligheet 
d««gree of pe f.'ction o( which thfj are sawceptihlo. And also npwarda of One Hun> 
dred Rfcipes for various Ooiimetioa Oils. Pomades, etc., etc., being tbn rifKult uf a 
combinntion of Traclical and Scit'OtiHc Skill. Dj Sir James Clark. Prirato Pbjsi- 
cian to Queen Yicturia. Ro\i.so 1 and edited br an American Physician and Chemist. 

Price 'lb cents, aud we ^eiid it free of postage. 



LADIES' GUIDE TO CROCHET. 

BY MBS. ANN S. STEVENS. 

Coptnn^ly illustrated with ori^nal and verj ehofce Deslicnsin Crochet, etc . print- 
ed in colon*. K<;iarAtH fn>m the lettMr-preaa, on tinted paper. Also with numerons 
wood put* priiit"d with th»» lottf'r-pr**»»a, fxplanatorjr of terms, etc Oblong, pp. 117, 
beautiluiiy bnuid in extra cloth, gilL. Price 75 ceuts. 

Thi-t is by far the brat work on the subject of Crochet yet pobliahcd. There are 
plenty of otlifr book* containing ("rochet |^»atterr»a but the dtQIculty in, th»y do not 
h«vo tht' ueC''H»»iy instru'^tiona how to work them, an-l ure. Ihcrt-fore. uscles*. This 
worli, hnwe\er. suppliea this much felt and glaring de6ci*<ucy. aiidhris the terms* in 
Orocht't so clearly explained that any Crochet pattern, however didicult, m»y be 
worked with euse. 

Copies of the abore mailed to anj address in the United States free of postage. 
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A REPLY TO " DRED," AND " UNCLE TOM." 



TIT FOR TAT ; 

A NOVEL, 
BY A LADY, OF NEW ORLEANS. 

12mo. Cloth, Price $1. Sent free of postage. 

This the title of a most wouderful book, written by a lady cf fnew 
Orleans, and issued from the press for the peruealof all persous whose 
miudri have betn poisoned by the pernicious exaggerations of Ameri- 
can life and Negro Slavery to be found in ** Uncle Tom's Cabin" and 
* Dred." The lady of New Orleans has done her work manfully. T^e 
book jshows cleiirly that those who cry out against Negro Slavery, and 
utter the rankest falsehoods about that institution, are the supporters 
anH proprieiors of a system of white slavery more cruel and debasing 
in its character and operations than the most skilful romancist could 
imugiue. All this is shown in a Tale abounding with spirited and 
d 1-. malic scenes aiid incidwuts. ** Trr for Tat" embraces forty chap- 
ters of ustunishing interest. Miluons of copies of this work should 
be circulated. 

OPINIONS or THIS PRESS. 

*' It recounts, in a forcible manner, the evils of the English social system. 

We only wish it furnished any sufficient apology for our shortooui- 

iugs" — Commercial^ Buffalo. 

" One ot the most powerfully writton novels of the day.*' — Springjield 
Jlcpulilican. 

■' it is a poem in all its parts ; fervid, womanly and eloquent." — Galveston 
News. 

"■ She shows clearly that those who cry out against Xegre Slavery are the 
supporters of a sybbcm of white Slavery, most cruel anddepiaved." — ilacati" 
nak yews. 

Th'js is " carrymg the war into Africa" with a vengeance. It is more 
than "a Kolaud tor an Oliver." It is more caustic than even "Cnange fur 
DickeLs' American Notes. By a lady." "Dred, a Tale of the I>i:»tndi 
!Swau)p," tue oflspriug of foreign influence ; British influence ; subsidiHuig 
and Auglicisiog the Yankee peu of Harriet Beecher Stowe, is answercil 
most en'ectiially in a tale of white slavery, far more dismal than all tlie can ica* 
tares tLat have ever been painted of Negro servitude in the South. Our 
bane and antidote are both before us. " Tit for Tat " iscontined to England 
and tht Englisli, and is, therefore, a more direct and appropriate reply to tlie 
Duchefau ot Sutherland's minion. The bold, startling pictures are diawn 
from real life, and their darkest shadows do not exaggerate the depths of de- 
gradation and misery into which the fairest specimens of God's handiwork 
are plunged ; white men capable of appreciating misery in its highest fomui, 
and OA'enjoying all its benefits a<id reiinemeuts. And all the sutleriug and 
wue depleted by the author with masculine vigor are the direct results ultiie 
crnel oppression of the arristocracy, to whom Mrs. Stowe plays the flunkey, 
flattering in their vices, the tyrants who wallow in luxury upon the toil and 
blood of the people— A^eic York Citizen, 

Copiea of the above books seot per mail free of postage. Send cash orders 

to GABRETT, DICK & FITZGERALD. 

Ko. 18 Ann Street, New York. 



